






... so, reflect on this: Where con you 
find the world's prettiest girls? Where 
can you find the most exciting fiction? 
Where con you find provocative articles, 
hilarious satire, the best in cartoons? 
Right here in SCAMP, notch I Where else? 
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REAL 8 MM HOME MOVIE PROJECTOR 


] 


$ 6 9 ‘ 


w 


EXCITING 

FEATURES 


• Sturdy ill tie#I 


• Precisian (rtwAt and 



• Prefects btHi catwr and 
Meek A w*tte • MM 
mvia Wla» 



• Taka* up ta 200 ft. rati* 

• Ca—plata vttli 
Bamountabie theatre 


• 25 ft. flla* aubject fraa 


SIMPLE FOOL PROOF DESIGN 
SAVES YOU UP TO $65 

New jpeu can open a new world to your poungitec with 
this provision motion pictura projector that trill bring 
•o lit* 3 MM color o' black A white merries right in your 
c«n home and that ha can run by himself fa* thu 
sturdy motion picture projector it not a toy but a 
complatr mechanism that makes home movies a luiury 
that rov can afford 

SHOW MOVIES TO FRIEHDS—TAKE HOME MOVIES 
Now jrcu can take all tha motiii you want without 
worrying about the eipense of a protector And ready 
for yoi r an)oymant alio are tha magic and thrills of 
yc- youngsters taro»ita comedy adventure and cow 
be / he'oes You II show mortal to fritrds and relatives 
hold pjrties for tha kids and so much mora So don t 
delay' Order now' Only $6 98 plus 45< shipping 
charges 


PORTABIE-FULLY EQUIPPED 

The flash 8 MM picture • *. electrically protected by 
standard inexpensive batteries for safety and ease There t 
no plugs or connections to gat out of order and it s portable 
-can be used indoors or out Pictures can b» shown on any 
surface Reel holds ?00 feet of film Complete outfit 
includes Clectnc 8 MM protector full luminous screen 
with stand and 25 ft film subject Only 16 98 plus 45« 
shipping charge FULL MOhfr BACK C'JARANTCt if not 
100v, delighted 


lO DAY FREE TRIAL 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP^ 

DEPT. HM-66 LYNBROOK, NEW YORK 


Rush my Flash ' protector to me by return 
mail If after 10 Day Free Trial I am not 
delighted I may return it fo full purchase 
pr.ee refund 

Send COO Ml pay postman S6 93 p'us 
pottage and shipping charges 

l enclose S6 98 plus 4bi shipping charges 
m full payment 


may return 


fo full Purchase 
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ROYAL 

JELLY 

Full 50 mg. Potency 
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GUARANTEED LOWEST PUCES 
ANYWHERE IN THE U.SJL. 
or money bock) 

30 coptuWt <r*y. $5 volw*) ONLY $1.82 
100 capsules (rag. $15 vol.) ONLY $4.99 
All o r drara shipped at otic*. Wo pay 
pert tog el Sand cash, check or woaty 
order NOWI Limited offer. 

THE DRUG CO. Dept JJ-4 

10 Ellington Straw?. East Or an gw. N. J. 
(Ask for frww vitamin catalog. Savings 
up to 75% and morel) 
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NEW- POCKET SIZE INVENTION HELPS 

^ HYPNOTIZE 

r?&). YOURSELF or OTHERS 


Th« k nd you like 'J'f 
photos of the world's 
top f'gu'e models tver> 
one • bu*0 m beauty, 
every one revei'ed <n 

breathtik.ng defj't Why 
CB i 500* mo'e 1 Setn- 
♦ action guaranteed or 
money tick Rush $1 to 


IN MINUTES? 

MUST WORK OR MONCT BACK 1 
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A CUTIE FOR A BEAUTY \ r• ■.»I v ufit- 

nf .1 shortlf Rnvvn il-'ijf 1 «I'* !..nn th.it vl ill 
r»*.illy f 1 1 inrret \ Mini ’m *»M»t l.i«li# Filmv 
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Most recent 
discovery in 
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ft-ft SHOT . . . new invention, only 2 ” long 
ran fire BB*s thru 100 pages of this or sim¬ 
ilar magazines. Only 2* long, by 1" in 
diameter, it is a pocket size powerhouse 
. . . great for target or pests. Comes com- 
lete with an extra 'Velocity Cone/ Target, 


TTfaiKBI] 


Guaranteed! Only $198. ppo Sorry* — o 
c.o.cLs. Order from — Grayson Company 
Dept. B-l 1,210 Fifth Ave ,N Y C 10. N.\ 



LOSC WEIGHT by relaxing. Here is 
the answer to stomach-filling pills, hunger 
pangs, tranquilizers and excessive appe¬ 
tite. This recorded course is highly rec¬ 
ommended by many professionals — for it 
helps you to lose weight by using your 
own will power. Gives you the confidence 
and strength you need to resist those 
“fattening foods. One side is pure relax¬ 
ing music — ( great to set a back ground 
with too) the other is narrated bv Dr. 
Emile Franchel. a leading psychologist. 
335* L P Makes a great gift for that 
“phirrip" Miss — or to help yourself trim 
dow n tiv.i Only $9.95 ppd From — Castle 
Courses. Dept. SP-33. 1133 Broadway. 
New York 10. N Y 
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JOBS ON SHIPS 


/ 7 i x MEN WANTED US-53) 
/— 1 //| 'v HinH PAY Eurn while vou 
J 3* ra v i-1 to foreign land.**. 

Kxr**rienre not rtniulred 
("holey job* niorrhani* 
v a e h l n luxury liner* 
freIjrhter**. etc Advrnlurf 
Write for FREE information. 

WORLD-WIDE SEAMEN S SERVICE 
D«pt. S C P 0 Bo* 1445 Nyw York l. N Y 


DIAM0NDITE 



All »H# Fir*, SporkU Btouty of 
purt Slut Whitt Diamond* 



OlAMOWOlTK* «r« M bvavtdal. m 
url. m wart Hag that *• m* ONLY 
fiptrtt U Hll AM* taa r«U t JftC 
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COLOR SLIDES 



• (aocat'a) 
tPtCUL orrtRi Twa DUVvraat 
mms of 40 Color (OhSav far oaly M M 
Por aa advaatara la •ywYltllDV 
tiairtl. ortar room Today! 


How 




HYPNOTIZE 


QUICK RESULTS 

Waat ta bypaolicw faar friva d t. (aa# clwb aaakari v 
Kara it a raanatabW palmar that tW at ft* bow la 
mattar aatirwly >r» ladvdiaa aafkati (Sat ora «af 
aaly tara-ftra La tbwir ratalU bat ««»<! aad aaty la 
acMara. It It actaally o aa r aa ta ad ta pit* yaa all tba 
kaav-haa aacattary ta ladwco tba traaca (a atbart. 
Tba aatbar. a widely avpartaacad bypaatit*. pUat yaw 
tba aaacf petition* ta tabv. tba praciaa p braiaa l v py . 
aad tba we yaw Map by ttap avactly Saw ta brio* aa 
tba bypavtlc traaca. bawr la A vp vv it. aad bow la 
•armlaata tba traaca »wilt hr aad oNectfvety wi t b aw t 
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PNOTOSCAPMICALLY 
ILLBSTRATKS wUb 
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THE LATEST STYLE SENSATION 



BIKINI BRIEFS and 
TORSO T SHIRT 


In Matching Colors 


i •.r>tl<*mtal h ifiirJ f--r »‘i I** 
m m t i m hit-. »aw»'n *mj fm 
illXi: at mo# loti M»sic of |W» . 


Hm 4 i t> kJ T *hln arc 
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SATISFACTION GUARANTIED 


MATSON Prod.. Inc., Daal. U-26, N. Y. 10, N. Y. 


H 0 WT 0 PMY POKER 


and WIN 


\ m 9^0 f Lrt’i not kid ourtclvf*. The 

\ 1 11 ^ B W "*harp'‘ player doc* play a 
V * brtlrr ftmr, dor* rakr in 

thr money more oftrn. Lmrn thy «rcrrta of rx- 
pert play—tram the odd* and prrrmUfrt on 
each type of **hand‘\ on *wch play of thy gimr. 
Sldnyy Radnrr. the author and card expert. trlla 
you how to play your carcia—brt- bluff—and 
•riw. How to play in any game with friend* or 
In a vimbllng ca*tno. Angln and advice fc»r the 
pood playyrv. too. A l*o npown thr Crooked 
Player* and their method* thr marked card*, 
the awlndle device**, the * larked and phony deal a. 
fake ahulllea, dealing from bottom - uxed by 
(iamblrrt to cheat at card*. Cover* all virlrtlm 
and type* of Poker. $^00 


I PADfll NOOK CO.. °«P» *03 
I 113 twit 44 th St., Nww Ywrh 17 , N. Y. 

I I wkImi S _For obov# book 

j Noma _ _ 


■ATINNA L. B»|L 21-F. B. Stl. E. TILEB0 0. BNIB 










































SLIM FOR HEALTH 



Improve your health while you improve 
your looks! Get rid o t that noggin* Back¬ 
ache caused by sagging, drafting stomach: 
ease strain on vour whole system: relieve 
unnatural cramping of internal organs. New 
SLIM-R belt, with modem scientific ”lift- 
and ease” design, carries the extra load of 
your bay window.” slims your waist by 
inches, improves your posture — actually 
makes you look taller. Made of special high- 
grade elaMicized fabric. Supports without 
binding or compressing. No bulges?—no 
“corseted” look. New no-gouge stays pre¬ 
vent rolling and wrinkling Comfort-design 
detachable pouch support. Results guaran¬ 
teed or money back after 30-day trial. Buy 
two—one for chanae-off—and get third 
pouch support FREE! Order now—specify 
waist size. 


Piper Brace Co. 

Depf. SMT-40V 
81! Wyandotfa St. 
Kansas City. Mo. 



i Pipor Vraca Co., Dopt. SMP-408 
j 811 Wyandotte St., Kansas City, Mo. I 

i I accept your 30-day trial offer with! 
I money-back guarantee of satisfaction., 
1 Send me SLIM-R slenderizing belts » 

j at H 08 each. Waist size inches. I 

i I enclose $ . . Q Check □ Money Order 1 
a Send COD (we pay postage except COD'S) | 


I 

i Name 
J Add res 
[City 


State 
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B lue soul blue mitchell 

(Riverside) is a record on which 
are collected six fine musicians who 
are allowed to blow jazz to the 
listener’s content. Here’s Richard 
“Blue” Mitchell on trumpet. Curtis 
Fuller on trombone. Jimmy Heath 
on tenor sax. Wynton Kelly on 
piano. Sam Jones on bass, PhiUy 
Joe Jones on drums The sound 
ranges from a solid, rich “Minor 
Vamp” to a free and light-touched 
“The Head”—a wide selection chosen 
well to underline the individual in¬ 
terpretations of the crew. 

• • • 

RAGTIME CLASSICS BY WALLY 
ROSE (Good Time Jazz) is a compi¬ 
lation of some authentic ragtime 
piano pieces This is the real rag¬ 
time, not the popularized honky- 
tonk type, and the difference seems 
to be Wallv Rose, a pianist with a 
firm classical training and an in¬ 
stinctive feel for the joyous and 
overpowcringly rhythmic quality of 
his ragtime. 

• • • 

RED GARLAND AT THE PRE¬ 
LUDE (Prestige) is one of Red’s 
nicest discs, and he makes some 
pretty nice ones On this one his 
easy, melodic piano is highlighted in 
an on-the-spot recording made dur¬ 
ing one of his trio’s dates at the 
Prelude in New York. The trio (in¬ 
cluding Jimmy Rowser on bass and 
Specs Wright on drums) chooses 
some lovelies: “Perdido,” “One O’¬ 
clock Jump.” ‘There’ll Never Be 
Another You,” and more. 

• • • 

THE INCREDIBLE JAZZ GUITAR 
OF WES MONTGOMERY (River¬ 
side) is one of those few records 
that lives up to the superlatives in 
its title. Wes really does play an 
incredible jazz guitar — vibrant, 
amazingly deft and swinging. His 
cohorts on this great disc—Tommy 
Flanagan on piano, Percy Heath on 
bass and Albert Heath on drums— 
are all superb musicians, too. and it 
all adds up to exciting listening 
• • • 

60 FRENCH GIRLS CANT BE 
WRONG! (ABC Paramount) refers 
to the lilting tones produced by Les 
Djinns Singers, a group of 60 French 
lasses all between the ages of 13 and 
16 Their youth is undoubtedly a 
fact contributing to the exuberance 
of their ensemble sound A nice disc 
for care-free moments. 


THE REASON WHY • Dutton Ev¬ 
eryman Paperback) is a recent re¬ 
print of Cecil Wr*«>dham-Smith's 
superb historical explanation of the 
disastrous charge of the Light Bri¬ 
gade The charge, known to even.' 
schoolboy through Tennyson's poem. 
“The Charge of the Light Brigade.” 
was one of the turning points in the 
Crimean War But, more important, 
it was one of the most disastrous 
and undeniably courageous military 
feats of all time. Seven hundred 
British cavalry troops were sent into 
“the valley of death” agamst over¬ 
whelming forces and with no hope 
of success; 195 returned Why this 
charge, doomed from the moment 
the order was given, ever took place 
is explained in the background of 
the officers concerned, the admirable 
courage and discipline of the British 
fighting men and, most of all. in 
the hopelessly inefficient purchase 
system of the British army, which 
gave precedence to nobility regard¬ 
less of experience or talent One of 
the most excitingly and carefully de¬ 
tailed historical works ever written. 

• • • 

“FROM WHERE THE SUN NOW 
STANDS” (Random House), by Will 
Henry is a novel based on the his¬ 
torical retreat of the Ncz Perce In¬ 
dians in 1877 The retreat, made 
infamous by the double-dealing of 
U S officials and noble by the guid¬ 
ing spirit of the Ncz Perce leader. 
Chief Joseph, is an authentic back¬ 
drop for Old West drama 

• • • 

BURN THIS < Bernard Geis Asso¬ 
ciates) is presented by Box Cards, 
Inc . whose wonderfully sadistic lit¬ 
tle greeting cards hove set a new 
trend. This book is a compilation of 
some of the best. Sample: Mr 
Magoo-typc on front of card saying, 
“to my wife on Valentine day— 
you’ve been a real PAL;” and on the 
inside he's saving, "let’s call up 
some girls” Must be seen to be 
appreciated. 

• • • 

ROPE ROUNDUP (David McKay 
Company, Inc.) by Bill Severn is a 
history of rope from the days of the 
ancient Chinese cable makers up to 
the present. Covered arc the rope 
spinners of Colonial days, the use of 
rope to the early whalers and the 
part it played in building the rail¬ 
roads. Mr Severn writes well, but— 
Give a man enough rope— # 











Are Yon Giving Youi Wife The 
Companionship She Craves? 



V OU may bo giving your wife all the laving olftntion the needi 
" You may hovo given her o good homo, tocurity, many of tho 
convenient** oil women yoorn for. lut is tho oomplololy happy? 
Aro you still tho octivo. onorgotic and joyous man sho morriod? 
Aro you giving hor ond your childron tho truo companionship of 
tho man thoy lovo? 

Or oro you always "too tirod" at tho ond of o day's work? Do 
you como homo at night loo worn out to visit frionds. go doncing, 
havo fun with tho kids? Is timo catching up with you too fast — 
at work, ot ploy? 

If so, your condition may simply bo duo to an oosily corroctod 
vitamin ond minoral dofidoncy in your diot. You owe it to yoursolf, 
if you aro othorwiso normally hoolthy, to find out whothor o 
high potoncy nutritional supplomont such os VITASAFE capsulos 
con holp incroaso your pop and onorgy. And you can find out at 
obso/utofy no cost by taking advantage of this sensational no- 
risk offorl 


I 04 just to holp cover shipping expenses of this 



30 DAYS 
SUPPLY 


-CAPSULES 

LIPOTROPIC FACTORS, MINERALS *»d VITAMINS 


Soft Nufrifionof Formulo Conformity 27 Proven Ingrtditfih Glutamic Acid, (holme, Inositol, Methionine, 
Gfruj Bioflavonoid, II Vitamins (Including Hood-Building 6-12 and folic Acid) Plus 11 Minerals 


Help yourself 
or someone 
you love 
to new health 
end happiness! 

M§il Coupon Mow 


jrn 

£ v 



VITASAFE COMP. 

*1 We* SI* Sew, Mow York 21, H. Y. 33-G 
Tee. 1 Moral your (rwrom rso-rtak offer under 
tk* Vrtmfe non « o<Kpetfood to this magaitnc 

■ A Se»d mr my FHEE 30-day supply ot high-potency 
'V Gapeulr* as checked Mow 

□ flaw Q Wmmmm'o Plan 

‘ laumt toe rta esq see «w »—** 



To omr to you thr remarkable advantages of the 
ViUtaJe Plan *r anil send you, without charge. a 
30-day free supply at high-potency \TTASAFE CF 
CAPSULES eo you can discover for yoenalf bow much 
stronger. happier and peppier you may feel after a fra 
days trial? Just one of these capsules each day supplies 
your body with owt twice the minimum adult dairy re- 
quvrmmti of Yitantim A. C. and D fit* lime $ thr 
minimum adult daily requirement of Vitamin B-l and thr 
fwO ctmrmtraUo* recommended by the F»«*l and Nutn 
tion Board of thr National Bnrs i ta Council for thr other 
four important vitamins' Each capsule contain* thr amar¬ 
ine Vitamin B-12 - one of the most remarkable nutnentv 
<lencr has yet discovered-a vitamin that actually brljv- 
Orrnftbrn your blood and actorish ynur body organs 
Glutamic Acsd. an important prrgrin crmtHuml dr 
rived from natural wheel gluten, n abo included in 
Vitasafe Ca mules And to top od this exclusive formula, 
eech capsub now hnngt you an important dosage at 
Citrus BkdUvunoid. This formula is vo complete it u 
avaJUMr nowhere else at this poor* 

WHY YOU MAY SIOTUIt 

•art wca-rowcT canvui 

As your own doctor wiD teQ you. somtuts have 
d isco vered that not only is a daily minimum of vitamins 
and minerals, in one form or another, absolutely indi- 
yams Mr for proper health but some people actually 
need non then the average daily requirements estab¬ 
lished by the Food and \utnbon Board at the Nstuewl 
Research Council. If you are a normally healthy person, 
but tire easily if you work under prrwjrr. mined 
to the vires* of travel, worry and other Ur sins, with 
resulting i mp r o per eating habits then you may be 
one ot thr people who need s this estra tupdi ot vita¬ 
mins In that case. VfTASIAFE C F CArtllXS may 
be 'fusi what the doctor ordered" - Iwauu they 
contain (he mow frryuml/y rrcnmmmdtd f>*td sup 
piemen! hvmuta lot people in this < at* gory' 

runaci an» rtiWTV ccuuvrua 
There is no mystery to vitamin potency Aa you prob¬ 
ably trow, the VS Go v ern m ent strictly controls each 
vitamin manufacturer and requires the esart ouantity 
at each vitamin sad mineral to be dearly stated an the 
label TKh means that the punty at each Ingredient, and 


the uutiUiv conditions of manufacture aie carefully 
controlled lor your protection? When you use VFTA- 
SAFE C F CAPSULES you can be sure you're getting 
esadly what the label states . pure ingredients whose 
henrAdal effects have been proven time and again! 

mow amah.Sc rut lusiru 
irriMP meu 

With your free 30-day supply of Vitasafe Higb-Potency 
Capsules you will *Jvo receive ixsmnlrtr details regarding 
the benefits of an amaaing new Kan that provides you 
regularIv with all the factory-fresh vitamins and minerals 
you will need By participating m thr \ tUulr Plan now 
you are never under any obligation' When you have re¬ 
ceived your first 30-da> trial supply, umplv take one 
VITASAFE Capsule every day to prove lhai this formula 
can hdp you as it b helping so many others But you 
remain thr sole ruder If y«j« are not completely satis¬ 
fied. and do not snh to receive any additional vitamin*, 
umply let ii* know b> writing u* before thr nest monthly 
shipment - or you ian u«r the handy instruction card 
we will provide - and rv> futurr shipments will be sent 
Yes. you are under no pursue obligation ever. you may 
cancel future shipments at any time' 

But if you are delighted - as so mans people already 
are - vou don’t do a thing and vou will continue to nr 
reive fresh, additional shipment* regularly rvery month 

- for just as long as you wish, automatically and on lunr 

- a! the low Plan rate of only I2.7K pi us a few t'enl* 
shipping fur each full month supply You lake no risk 
whatsoever - you may drop out of ths* Plan an> timr 
you wish without spending an rstra penny by simply 
notifying u* of your ijrosion a few das'* Wirr your nr si 
monthly shipment Take advantage of our grnerom offer' 
Mail coupon NOW 


4 vrTAJUrt PLAN FOR VOML3 

Women may Wan ruffe* from loci of paw, energy 
mad ittahty due to nutritional dafocUncy if (here it 
turh e lady in your kouoa, you ualf do her e favor 
by bringing fhb nmutincmru to her attamum 
/tug hata bar check (he “Women* Plan” hot tm the 
coupon 


•/a - coupon to VITASAFE CORPORATION, 22 Wttt Mitt Strut, Ntw York 23 , N.Y. 

IN CANADA 3W Symington Avenue Toronto t, Ontario 
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FICTION 

Thtrt moy bt changes In fhm wornan of tomorrow, 
but thoy won't bo chongos mtn will complain aboutl 


^T\AMN!" said Professor August Grunzweig, sucking 
mJ angrily at the lacerated tip of his finger. He sur¬ 
veyed the jagged strip of metal, now rendered useless by 
his ineptness and cursed again at the screw-driver with 
which he'd been attempting to fasten it to the copper 
cylinder. “Damn!" he muttered to himself. “A mechanic 
I'm not. An inventor, a creator, yes. But a mechanic never. 
At my age I should know better than to try. 

“But it is all that damn Barlow’s fault. I hire a young 
man, a mechanic, pay him a good salary, and where is he? 
Out chasing women again, no doubt. He is a good mechanic, 
yes, but why cannot he control himself with the females? 

“It was different when I was a young man. Then we 
varied our vices and were less obsessed by any particular 
one. There were the fraulems, to be sure, but there was 
also drinking and gambling and sitting over beer plotting 
revolutions. But this Lance Barlow is not like that. He 
neither drinks, nor gambles, nor concerns himself with 
politics—but he is so hopelessly addicted to females’ Still 
he is such a good mechanic. Yes, there is nothing a woman, 
or a machine, would not do for him. 

“But for him to be gone now. when I need him so badly, 
when we are so close to finished, only a few hours work 
away—it is unpardonable. It is—" 






\ 
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A SHARE IN THE FUTURE 


AJ % 


The Professor’s murmurings were interrupted by the ar¬ 
rival of Lance Barlow. A good-looking young man with a 
shock of jet black hair, he towered over the rotund pro¬ 
fessor and treated him with good-natured patience. 

“Aha!” said the Professor, “so you deign to come and do 
that for which I pay you so well. So kind of you. So very 
kind. So very very—“ 

“My pleasure.” said Lance writh a twinkle in his eye. 
“My very great pleasure. My very very very great pleas¬ 
ure.” 

“You are redundant.” snapped the Professor. 

“And you are cantankerous tonight” 

‘'Why are you so late** There is work to be done.” 

“I’m only an hour late. I’ll work an hour at the end of 
the night to moke up for it. You see, I met this blonde. 
Curves here and here and here—like balloons, I tell you—” 

“Don’t tell me. I’m an old man and can do nothing about 
it.” 

•*Why not?” Lance kidded him. “Why not give it a try?” 

“Because,” the professor sighed, “if I made advances to 
such a young lady as you describe, Continued p. 60 
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unce upon a Time.. 


there was a fair young 
maiden named Madeline Castle who 
wandered off into the forest 
to sup on curds ond whey . . . 








■ A tr 


V 




va 


'✓ns 




7v< 


y ■ mr 


>?' 


^ 2 ^ 


Irh^ 




JS 


/ 






(A 


ls: 


4 - W 

[W- 


She settled herself 
in an enchanted glade to 
picnic. Suddenly the 
Black Knight arrived ... 
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She pleaded with him 
not to cast his fearsome 
spell, but he simply 
waved the Magic Rose . 
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Madeline was bewitched. She quite forgot all the warn 
»ngs of her Fairy Godmother. Fire eating dragons were 
tome compared to the danger of the Black Knight's lure 


She accepted the Magic Rose and embraced him, 
pared—aye, even eager —to do his bidding "Your 
is my command." she said. Then the Knight spoke 








After he'd gone, she lay in the 
sun and dreamed about him and 
hoped that like herself the Black 
Knight would live happily ever after 








Hello, it thu the low firm of Ivert, Crenshaw and Holmes? Cancel 
fhote divorce proceeding*. I think the'* finolly getting the hong of it." 













44 T OCK UP your wives and ns- 

JLi ters. mon The fleet's in"' 

“You fcnou’ the way it is with 
sailors: A girl in every port!’' 

44 If there is one thing a woman 
cant resist, it's a sailor , ' m 

These are a few examples of the 
popular legend that seamen are the 
most potent lovers alive All they 
need do. according to the myth, is to 
walk down the street for girls to 
swoon at the mere sight of their 
uniforms. 

The truth, however, is that sailors 
are lousy lovers The stories of their 
prowess with the opposite sex are 
usually made up by the swabbies 
themselves in order to fill time 
aboard ship When they do hit port, 
chances are that they'll spend their 
evenings alone or with other men 
One reason for the popularity of the 
nautical toast. "To the lass that Lores 
a sailor is that she is such a rare 
species of female 

Sound like heresy’ Perhaps But 
here ore a few facts: 

Item A newspaper story, recently, 
points out that more and more sail¬ 
ors are getting "taken'* by B-giris 
w*hen they go on shore leave The 
gobs go out searching for romance, 
but w'ind up w ith a Mickey Finn and 
an empty wallet 

Item: About eight months ago. a 
large group of sailors were polled 
by an independent research bureau 
in order to find out their personal and 
military problems The number one 
personal problem’ Women—the find¬ 
ing and keeping of same. "Oh. I can 
usually pick up a girl when I have 
some money to spend.’* one sailor 
told an interviewer "But I w f ant one 
who is interested in me. not just 
what I can buy her. And I haven’t 
met a dame yet who didn’t leave 
w'hen my dough ran out ’’ 

Item: In another poll, this one 
conducted by a West Coast news¬ 
paper. 450 young women were asked 
to name by occupation, their prefer¬ 
ences in dates Sailors were placed 
near the very’ bottom of this list. 
Some of the girls w/ent so far as to 
insist that they would never date a 
sailor. 

These are not isolated incidents 







To hoor the swobbies tell it, they're all Don Juans. But the seaport sirens sing a different song! 



They form part of a large pattern 
which the author has noted In read¬ 
ing many newspaper reports and in 
talks with sociologists, psychologists 
and Navy men. Sailors have a rough 
time getting girls and most girls do 
not like sailors. 

There are two objections here. In 
the first place, if sailors are such 
lousy lovers why should stories of 
their potency have become so preva¬ 
lent* And secondly, what do we do 
about the observed fact that sailors 
are often seen in bars and cocktail 
lounges literally surrounded by 
women* 

I'll take up the second point first 
This is not such a contradiction as it 
seem s. Sailors often go on liberty af¬ 
ter two, three months or more at 
sea Shore leave is the first real 
chance for them to spend the money 
which they hove accrued in this 
time. And spend it. they do 

Tobias Smollet, an 18th century 
physician and sailor who turned au¬ 
thor, wrote that “sailors get money 
like horses and spend it like asses “ 


Another writer, Leigh Hunt who 
lived about a hundred years after 
Smollett, said, “The sole business of 
a seaman on shore, who has to go to 
sea again, is to take as much pleas¬ 
ure as he can.” 

Sailors have not changed much 
since Hunt’s and Smollett's days. 
They come ashore in furious pursuit 
of pleasure, trying to make up for all 
they missed at sea. To do this, 
they’re perfectly willing to spend 
their money “like asses.” Obviously, 
it is not too hard for them to find 
women who are perfectly willing to 
help them spend it 

But what sort of women are these? 
Normally, they are prostitutes and 
B-girls of either the professional or 
amateur variety. If they make love 
with the swabbie, it is not because 
of any affection towards him. When 
his leave is up. or his money's gone, 
it is goodbye and off on the search 
for another sucker 

A Navy psychologist told me that 
a sailor who is frustrated in his at¬ 
tempts at normal relationships with 
normal girls will usually head for 
one of two experiences “One is 
with a cheap pick-up. the other is to 


be found at a tattoo parlour. They 
both provide sensation and a re¬ 
lease from frustration with a mini¬ 
mum of effort on the man's part. He 
can return from either with a feel¬ 
ing that he's a real man. 

“Of course, he is cheating himself 
To get real satisfaction from a love 
affair, a man has to be able to satisfy 
his woman—to make love to her. A 
tattoo parlour, a house of prostitu¬ 
tion, a B-girl, are all inadequate 
substitutes for the man who can't 
make it the way he really wants to." 

Those stories of sailors as sea- 
dogs with roving eyes and dozens of 
faithful girls have been concocted by 
sailors themselves. Stuck at sea for 
months at a time under conditions of 
enforced abstinence, they talk, think 
and dream of women. Since there 
are no real girls aboard to relieve 
the exclusively male society, the 
men tell stones to one another about 
girls they either knew or wish that 
they knew. 

“Each day you're aboard ship.” 
an ex-sailor pointed out recently, 
“the stones about women grew wild¬ 
er. A girl you shook hands with once 
becomes Continued on next page 




WHY SAILORS ARE LOUSY LOVERS 


continued 


the heroine of a love story complete smoked. 

with graphic descriptions. A cheap And fearsomely they lied .” 

little tramp becomes a glamorous But why should this be true* Why 
movie starlet. should sailors be such terrible lov- 

“You realize that most of the ers? 
stories the other men tell are as false For the mam reason we must go 
as your own But you want to be- back to the facts of a sailor’s life: 

lieve. so you never question them too All those hours that they spend ex- 

closelv After a while, you find your- clusively among other men at sea 

self even believing the tales you tell, and the wild release that they feel 

yourself.” they need when they hit shore 

“In other words,“ as one psychia- A sailor on leave knows what he 
trist pointed out, “the lack of an wants from a woman and will brook 

adequate sexual life aboard ship, no nonsense about it. As one swabbie 

causes sailors to invent one.” put it, “Look, when I get shore-leave 

Rudyard Kipling summed it up in I haven’t seen a woman in a long 

verse when he said: time. And I don’t want to kid around 

“And there were men of all with any dome who wants to play 

the ports games. A man can waste his whole 

From Mississippi to Clyde. liberty with that kind of girl and 

And regally they spat and wind up no place. When I figure a 



dame is starting to play ring-around- 
the-rosey with me, I tell her straight 
out: I say, ‘Look baby, you know 
what I want If you want the same 
thing, OK Otherwise, let’s forget 
it.’ ” 

There is more than an ofT-ehance 
that this sailor was bragging to me 
about his forthrightness to women. 
But whether he was or not, his at¬ 
titude remains the same He wants 
a woman for one purpose and one 
purpose only He doesn’t want to go 
to the time and trouble it takes to 
woo and w’in a normal girl. 

And it does take a lot of time and 
trouble to make love to a girl 

A woman must be wooed slowly 
over a long period of time Havelock 
Ellis has written that a lover “must 
approach a woman with the same 
consideration and skillful touch as 
a musician takes up his instrument 
. A woman's love develops much 
more slowly than a man’s for a much 
longer period There is real psycho¬ 
logical significance in the fact that a 
man’s desire for a w'oman tends to 
arise spontaneously, while a woman's 
desire for a man tends only to be 
aroused gradually, in the measure of 
her complexly developing relation¬ 
ship with him Hence her sexual 
emotion is often less abstracted, 
more intimately associated with the 
individual lover in whom it is cen¬ 
tered,” 

As the female author of "Frank¬ 
enstein" put it in a letter to her own 
lover, ‘The w ? ay to my senses is 
through my heart ” 

Any man who does not recognize 
this fact is almost by definition a 
poor lover. And a sailor who doesn’t 
want to take the time for the nice¬ 
ties, w r ho just wants a woman—any 
woman as long as she’s female 
shaped and willing—falls into this 

category’ 

A sailor has another disadvantage 
as a lover. Living most of the time 
in a strictly male group, he often 
literally does not know how to treat 
a woman. 

“The rough-house, horseplay, bad 
language and so forth, which is ap¬ 
propriate among men,” a well- 
known New York City psychiatrist 
told me, “is entirely out of place in 
a male-female relationship Many a 
sailor has lost Continued p 61 







SCAMP always keeps o promise—and 
such is the case with these photos of busy 
Carolyn Rae. In the last issue we promised 
to bring you more pictures of this many-faceted beauty and here she is—Johnny-on-the-spot. 



But if putting Carolyn on the 
spot makes us happy, as well as our 
readers, it wasn't quite that 
simple for Keith Bernard, the lensman 
who snapped these shots. His 
problem was that Carolyn's such an 
active girl with such a variety 
of interests that he had difficulty 
getting her to sit still long 


Contifiurd on next page 



enough to pose. She hod a date to play 



tennis and a date for dinner / a date to go dancing 
and a date for cocktails, a date to hear 
midnight jazz and a date to meet a friend for an 
early breakfast. And she had plans to 
visit a recently opened art gallery, plans to go 
to a fashion show, plans to visit a state 
political convention. Happily, Carolyn finally 


managed to squeeze Keith in between an 


appointment with her hairdresser and a shopping tour for a French poodle. So Keith 


went to her terraced apartment and put the beauty on the spot. And a mighty nice spot it isl 
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G EORGE was busy on the phone 
with Hank that day when Doll 
walked into the apartment. He was 
drinking rye with a beer chaser, 
smoking an awful lot of cigarettes 
and going over and over and over 
the racing form spread out on the 
coffee table before him. 

He hadn't heard Doll first knock, 
then call his name, then unlock the 
door and come in. Angrily now. she 
stood behind him, her white sweater 
heaving like the restless swells of 
the sea. On her arm hung a mink 
coat. She took it in hand, and in 
silent fury, flung it at George It hit 
his shoulder, and slid down on* the 
couch beside him. 

“If you're going to run up a phone 
bill/ 9 she said, “at least run it up 
calling an employment agency or 
two’ And where did you get the 
liquor—out of the food money I 
gave you'*" 

George, meanwhile, had literally 
leaped from the couch, where the 
•flying mink coat had spilled his 
drink all over his shirt front. He 
delivered a few explosive—and 
choice — curse words, but then 
calmed down and said to her. 'Tm 
*orry, Doll—really sorry But I 
didn't hear you come in, and—" 

He then realized the receiver was 


still off the phone, so he picked it up 
and mumbled into it. 'Til call you 
back later. Hank," and he hung up. 

He then started pouring another 
drink, and he said, “Here, Doll, I'll 
fix you a quickie—" 

But she was still angry, and she 
cut in with, "Is this the way it's 
going to be forever. George? Am I 
going to spend the rest of my life 
checking hats at Swinnerton's steak 
house while you sit here with a 
racing form in one hand and a bottle 
in the other trying to figure out 
ways to beat the world? Is that the 
way it's going to be, George?" 

George started to object, whining- 
]y, unable to think of any sort of 
sensible retort, giving her time to 
strike again with, "Another thing. 
George. That loan shark called 
Swinnerton's today and raised a big 
stink. He was shrieking at every¬ 
body until I got on the phone and 
calmed him down. He wants $20 00 
a week from you, regularly, until 
the money you owe him is paid off, 
and since he can't reoch you. he 
figures to make things tough on me 
at Swinnerton's. Believe me, George, 
I can't run this apartment like a 
home and pay off Art Wells at the 
same time. I just don't have the 
money." 


"I know it, Doll— honestly, I know 
all that, and I’m going to try my 
damnest to make things work out. 
Here, drink this. A good drink never 
hurt anybody." 

She turned poutingly from the 
drink and he put it down and then 
he took her into his arms and 
pressed her heaving bosom up 
against his shirt front, still w T et from 
the spilled whiskey. Then he kissed 
her and let his hands wander to 
those areas of her anatomy that 
made her forget all else and remem¬ 
ber only what she was born to be— 
a panting, passionate woman, re¬ 
markably beautiful and remarkably 
well-tooled — and maddeningly in 
love with—for what it was worth— 
the man who now held her 

"I do love you. George," she 
breathed haltingly. "I love you so 
much." 

"That goes in spades with me, Doll 
—honestly. Now come on over to the 
couch and we'll have a drink and 
talk things over, and then maybe we 
can . we can . . ." 

George's words suddenly faded off 
into nothingness, because as he now 
led her to the couch, his eyes—for 
the first time—fell upon the object 
that had been flung at him, and that 
had knocked over Continued p. 62 
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. . . and sho'll taka Hi# wholo backyard. 

That's the way tempestuous Nadia Lois is when 
it comes to taking advantage of a sunny 
Saturday afternoon. She works long hours as a 
glamor model all week long and come the 
weekend all she wants to do is soak up that 
California sunshine. That's really living! 


The 19-year-old beauty was wearing toreador pants 
when she strolled into her yard. It was such a beautiful 
day she debated what to don to take advantage of it. 


At first she decided to wear o bikini and settled herself atop a table in the middle of 


her luxurious citrus garden. 




Feeling tired after awhile, she switched to an elegant Rested and playful. Nadia considered something more 

black nightgown and sought a peaceful, shady spot gay and colorful in the way of attire. Later she trans- 

near her tree-shaded wall. Here she sat and relaxed. formed this cloth into a sarong and posed a la Lamour. 
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BOUDOIR SCANDALS 

% 

What really goes on behind the iron curtain might shock a Montmartre 


madam, but it's quite in keeping with the tradition of Russia's ruling class. 


The sins of the Kremlin Tsars are legend and their lusts are historyl 





T ODAY, rumors are flying concerning the tangled web of rela¬ 
tionships between boudoir and politics in the capitol of world 
communism—the Kremlin. If the rumors are true, it should come 
as neither shock nor surprise, for it would only mean that the 
Kremlin has once more attained the distinction of being a center 
of illicit sexual behavior. 

When it comes to creating boudoir scandals the Kremlin has 
always been second to none. From Czarina Sophia to Joseph Stalin 
and his predilection for women with bald heads (shaved and or 
natural), the Kremlin has been the scene of all sorts of weird off¬ 
beat shenanigans. 

Czarina Sophia, who assumed power in 1632 when her brother, 
Czar Feodor II, died childless, was a fantastically ugly woman who 
had hundreds of lovers ond who demanded upon penalty of death 
to be called the “Virgin Ruler" in both public and private. 

When she actually began to rule at the age of 32, she was 
described by a Frenchman named De Neuville as ‘immensely fat, 
with a heod large as a bushel, hairs on her face and tumors on 
her legs." 


OF THE KREMLIN 


BY DAVID BRAVERMAN 



m 
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Of all the men who loved her, there was one who was always 
first in her heart, and almost always first in her boudoir. He was 
Vasili Gahtzin, an ordinary soldier whom she made chief of state. 
The price Vasili had to pay for being the czarina’s favorite was 


heavy He had to send his wife to a nunnery of the Russian Ortho¬ 


dox Church even though she had given birth to five children, and 
he was forbiddden to be caught looking at any woman other than 
hairy-faced Empress Sophia. Yet, the czarina incessently cast 
roving eyes over all newcomers to her capital, often experimenting 
for a night or two With a stranger before deciding that there was 
no one like Vasili 

If there was any desire for vengeance in the loyal Vasili, it 
was satisfied most poetically when Sophia was deposed seven years 
after assuming power and forced into a nunnery herself. Here she 
lived the remainder of her days 

The man who deposed Sophia was a six-foot, eight-inch giant 
whose carnal appetites more than matched his enormous physical 


# size He was Peter the Great, a half brother to Sophia, and a not 


very discriminate lover himself Peter’s boudoir Continued p 64 
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W HEN LABOR LEADERS face their man- 
agement opposites across the conference 
table, the biggest bone of contention that comes 
up after wages and hours have been settled are 
the so-called “fringe benefits/' In labor-man¬ 
agement parlance, this phrase covers such 
things as health insurance, retirement plans, 
employee discount plans, coffee breaks and 
vacations with pay. In the glamor modeling 
field, as yet not unionized, there are also cer¬ 
tain "fringe benefits." Top poser Darby Flynn, 
this month's cover girl, learned about them 
early in her career. Indeed, she finds them the 
most enjoyable part of her job. For Darby, the 
extras her work brings include such things as 
invitations to publicity cocktail parties, gratis 
tickets to Hollywood premieres, paid trips to 
various resorts where she has plenty of time 
left over from her posing to swim and play 
tennis and dance, occasional free frocks from 
dress manufacturers who want the publicity of 
having her appear in their creations, free 
record albums from companies who wish to 
show their appreciation for the selling job she 
has done by appearing on album covers, and 
lingerie from manufacturers for whose ads she 
has posed Darby’s all for 'fringe benefits”— 
and she wears a fringe to prove it! • 











Among the unexpected 


fringe benefits" which Darby 


has collected in her modeling 


career are a genuine mink 


stole, a bikini underwear 


set, an aluminum pan for 


frying and a strapless nightie 
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£M| Customer 


When Walt taught the new man the ropes, 
he never dreamed they might be used to hang him! 


TIT^ALT SMILED at the new man a little smugly “One 
tt of the best things about this job." he said, “is what 
goes along wuth it You might call it fringe benefits “ 

“I don't understand,” the other man said, smiling politely, 
in return He was tall, with short-cropped blonde hair 
and deep set blue eyes He looked awkward and stiff in 
the crisp new uniform 

it's nothing they're likely to tell you about in the front 
office.” Walt assured him “Not that everybody doesn’t 
know about it. but they just don’t talk about it Everyone 
thinks he's got a secret from everyone else Come on. we 
might as well get going” 

Walt led the way out of the main plant and out to the 
row of Team-Colored milk trucks, sparkling in the 
brightness of the morning’s first gleam of sun 

“It's very nice of you to show me the ropes.“ the new 
man said as he followed Walt into the front of the truck 
‘Glad to do it.” Walt told him. getting the vehicle into 
motion But. you'll be thanking me more for showing 
you the fringe benefits I talked about than you will for 
showing you how to go about peddling milk What was 
your name again'*” 

“Carson.” the man replied. Ted Carson I still don't 
understand what you mean about the fringe benefits 
You’re not talking about medical insurance or something, 
are vou r ’ 



Wait laughed heartily as he guided the truck out of the 
yard and into the street He started across town towards 
his route “Hell, no.” he said, finally “This is nothing 
anybody puts into writing, be sure of that You might 
say the benefits vary from man to man But a young guy 
like you should collect quite a bit ” 

“What is ;t. money'*" Ted wanted to know, still trying 
to keep his polit# smile, but obviously puzzled 

“Just hang on.” Walt said “The foreman wants me to 
"how you the rop**:, before you start your own route, and 
I’m going to h<»w you all of them Just don’t get im¬ 
patient 

'Whatever you sav,” Ted replied, watching Walt handle 
*-h«- wid«. wTh H «,f the truck wuth a practiced hand 

Yeah “ Wait was saying, “a guy with your kind of 
looks should get along fine You've got a real advantage 
I’m getting a little worn around the edges Shopworn.” 
he- added, laughing again “But. I get a lot of us*-, when 
>o-j add it all up You married, Ted°” 

Ted shook his head “No. I’m not 


“Just that much better.” Walt told him “Save 
your strength for your work ” And he was laughing 
again 

Ted watched him. his face coloring a little, not 
sure whether he was the object of Walt's amuse¬ 
ment “I don’t understand.” he said, lamely 

“You will.” Walt told him “Just sit tight and 
watch how things go “ 

When they reached Walt’s mute, the veteran 
driver passed along .sunn of the tips for handling the 
work He showed Ted what items to carry m his 
basket, depending on the type of dwelling he was 
visiting 

“If it's an apartment house, always make sure you 
carry a few extra bottles of milk and maybe some 
extra butter There's always going to be somebody 
who is a bottle i>! two short and it’ll keep you from 
running bark to the tru« k two or thrn times Also, 
you may run into someone who’s ( 'oTifiuucd p fiH 
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How to Smooch a Pooch! 



ls your dog neurotic- 


Psychotic? Schizophrenic? Just p.oin nervous. 


Is h 


® iufferi 


r ' n 9 fr ° m >r °umo? Ho, ^ be ^ 

e been bl »en by the 


If the 


Oedi 


'Pus b 


° ns '~er 


y*i to 


° ny of the 


Se fa 


rQCe •>. fide 


nOCdi fo be /o 


*cd. 


And here's lissome Barrie 


Shaw to show you howl 







W AY BACK WHEN the first French 
Poodle got its first sissy haircut, the 
pampering of puppies started in earnest 
Next came booties for Pekes and sweaters 
for Toy Bulldogs And now. finally, the 
epitome of canine coddling has arrived: 
psychoanalysis for pooches That’s right, 
the latest theory of dog raising has it that 
Airedales may have Oedipus complexes. 
Terriers suffer from trauma and even 
Dobermans can go dotty Right now 
they’re working on a Rorscharch for Rov¬ 
er His days of complacent mental health 
are over The psycho-veterinarians are 
after his subconscious with more zeal than 
the most determined dog-catcher of old. 
But. in fairness to them, they do agree 
that there are preventive measures so 
that Fido's lid-fiipping needn't be a fore¬ 
gone conclusion. Chief among these is the 
theory that if you lavish love on your 
Labrador Retreiver. chances are he’ll turn 
out a happy, well-adjusted hound. Mutts 
and thoroughbreds alike, the experts 
agree, need a lot of affection to fend off 
those Freudian manifestations. To demon¬ 
strate the best way of doing this. SCAMP 
was lucky enough to secure the services 
of Barrie Shaw, as voluptuous a dog lover 
as you're apt to find either side of the 
ASPCA Dog doting comes easy to Barrie 
who’s had canine pets since she was a 
toddler Her first pooch was a cuddly Col¬ 
lie and since then she’s run the gamut 
from huggable Pomeranians to loveable 
St Bernards—not to mention the assorted 
mutts she’s coddled Right now. Barrio is 
hound-less, a strict landlord having re¬ 
duced her to pampering a stuffed toy 
pooch Still, if an analyst can sit and seri¬ 
ously listen to a mutt bark out his trou¬ 
bles. whv shouldn’t Barrie cuddle her dog 
doll — <>r • ven her necklace # 



Shady Ladies 

T HERE’S SOMETHING about the fall 
from grace of the fair sex that has al¬ 
ways drown the attention of cartoonists. In 
sketching their rib-ticklers, artists have 
parodied everything from the betrayed 
daughter being driven out into the snow by 
her indignant sire to the madam who serv¬ 
ices a large corporation. Such varied shady 
ladies as Cleopatra, Polly Adler and Anna 
Lucasta have been portrayed by them. And 
such common situations as the cuckolding 
of a husband, the seduction of a college boy 
and the inevitable meeting between the 
traveling salesman and the farmer’s daugh¬ 
ter have prodded their fancy. Here SCAMP 
presents the latest—and funniest—of the 
cartoonists' adventures with ladies "no 
better than they should be! M • 



M He brought if on himself ... he took out on 
insurance policy and made me beneficiary!" 
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‘Td feel better about your insisting on working if "NOW they tell me!" 

you'd try and get transferred to the day shift." 


"I really got a lot out of these four years." 


















































Top nitery performer Princess Tojmah's a cord—an exotic Straight from Cupid's bow comes Jamie O'Neil, a 

"Get well quick" card to up any male invalid's temperoture. beauty to brighten up any Scamp's Valentine Day. 


F OR THE MAN with a well- 
stocked liquor cabinet—for the 
man with the compieat wardrobe— 
for the man who's read all the latest 
books, owns all the latest records, 
has seen all the latest shows — in 
short, for the man who has every¬ 
thing, here’s the perfect gift for any 
occasion: A blonde! That’s right, 
give him a beautiful blonde and 
he'll thank you for it. Tears of grat¬ 
itude will come to his eyes when he 
opens that birthday package and 
gazes upon the pulchritude within. 
“Just what I always wanted," he’ll 
exclaim when he sees what’s in his 
Xmas stocking. And, the old fellow 
will know that he’s really loved 
when he finds a flaxen-haired beau¬ 
ty at his place at the breakfast table 
on Valentine's Day. Here at last is 
the solution for the office staff faced 
with the problem of a parting pres¬ 
ent for the fellow sated with the 
material things of life. Here is the 
answer for the visitor to the con¬ 
valescent who has been denied 
candy and liquor. (Blondes are both 
For Washington's Birthday, Pat Mattox is real George. Pot's a languorous loss swect anc j intoxicating ) Here is a 

who mokes every day a holiday and mokes every holiday worth celebrating. l j iat Continued on next page 








SCAMP's outdoor-style beauty for the Fourth of July is 
Karen Kerr, a girl who's both sparkling and combustible. 


How'd you like to spend Thanksgiving with Cloudine 
Hagen? That would be something to be thankful for! 




When Xmas rolls around, luscious Lynn Carol's just the one 
to brighten up the holiday for the man who has everything. 


will last him as long as he lives—and keep him lively 
as long as he lasts. On these pages you’ll find the great¬ 
est of the latest in blonde design Streamlined and jet- 
propelled. they come in all hair-shades and the most 
voluptuous shapes. It must be remembered, however, 
that these attractively packaged ladies are not them¬ 
selves available. They are strictly for show and if any 
of you Scamps want a present for a friend, you’ll have 
to go out and do your own shopping When and if you 
do, remember, don’t try to be a bargain hunter Keep in 
mind the fact that it’s the upkeep that really adds up— 
and too often it con add up to the whole bank balance. 
The road to the poorhouse of many a man has been 
paved with wolfish intentions towards some innocent 
appearing, gold-topped lass—and blondes are rarely as 
naive as they look So invest wisely’ Keep an eye on 
the long-term returns The best buys often costs as 
little as a wedding ring’ • 




OIonc 1 ‘.Ouff'i of the Moion Di*on line wouldn't be able 
r e ! ebrrjti ng Lincoln'*, Birthday with Diane Crawford 


To commemorate Columbus Day we recorr mend 
lovely Judy Toylor. a discovery to delight anybody 






FICTION 


1 PgSfECT APPROACH. 

Is married is to convince her husband that she's absolutely safe with 


■ I to a woman who 

% 

you—but it might backfire! 


BV QIOftOB H. SMITH 

P KO} LE KEEP ASKING me what 
I huppeoed to my friend Artie 
Kimble. And when I tell them, they 
find it very hard to believe because 
I don’t tell them his reason for 
. j ring an Oriental monastery. 
A ually their surprise is easy to 
ierstand because Artie was the 
person on earth one would ex- 
i t to leave the world behind. 

it all started one day in Paris. 
\r.ie and I were both there on 
nties of our families with the 
* M ress purpose of acquiring a ve- 
! < • r of culture. But both of us had 
pent more time acquiring hangovers 
md women instead. 

Ame. I'm afraid, was just a little 
more it. satiable than the normal 
young American male in Paris. In 
fact, in all the Mme I knew him I 


don't remember more than one or 
two times when he spoke of any 
subject other than women and their 
seduction. That wa* why I was so 
surprised that autumn afternoon 
several months ago when he men¬ 
tioned having read a play. 

"Cilia Northridge kept me waiting 
in her apartment for over an hour 
the other morning." he said. ‘That 
was when I read this play. Boy. I 
didn't know they wrote plays like 
that . . . and, brother, did I ever 
get an idea from it!" 

Cilia Northridge was a young 
American student and one of Artie’s 
current lights of love. 1 wasn’t sur¬ 
prised that she would have a book 
in her apartment but I was surprised 
that Artie would read a play in it 

"It was called The Country Wife 
by a joker named William Wycher¬ 
ley who lived back awavs but, man, 


did he have the greatest ideas." 

I searched through my sketchy 
remembrance of English lit courses 
and faintly recalled that Wycherly 
had been a Restoration playwright. 
"Yes." I said, "quite aways back . . . 
the Seventeenth Century to be exact" 

'Yeah . . well, I was wondering 
why he used such funny language 
. .. but anyhow this guy had worked 
out the perfect approach." 

"The perfect approach?" I tried to 
recall something about the play but 
failed. ‘'What are you talking about?" 

"Look, what’s been my main wor¬ 
ry in the women department?" 

‘Too many of them," I suggested. 

•Too many nothing,” he said "My 
main trouble is that I’ve been mak¬ 
ing out only with the unattached 
stuff. You know, kids like Cil and 
man-hungry school teachers from 
the States." 

















“And this is bad’" 1 said. 

4 *Yes, it is . . . because what I’ve 
always really wanted was experi¬ 
enced, mature women . . . married 
women, to be exact. And why have¬ 
n’t I had them? Because all the 
decent-looking one have some long- 
nosed jealous husband hanging 
around." 

'‘So what’s this got to do with the 
play?" 

“I tell you this Wycherley joker 
had it worked out The perfect ap¬ 
proach to married women." 

‘Teah . . . what?" 

‘This character of his . . . this 
Homer, wants to make out with the 
married babes without their hus¬ 
bands getting wise, see . . ." 

"No. I don't see." 

"So he has this other guy spread 
the word around that he ain’t with 
it, he can't make it with the women, 
see?” 

''You mean that he’s impotent?" 

"Yeah . . . just that." 

"Are you thinking about trying 
something crazy like that?" 

"I sure am . . . and you, old buddy, 
are going to help me." 

*Tm going to help you like I’d 
help a rattlesnake,” I said. 

"Look, buddy, you put the word 
around for me that I’m as safe 
around women as one of those jokers 
tba* guarr* Turk? nrems and Ill 
ste that you’re m a&m g 4 ’-vlth Cil 
nn 

My only excuse in this tybv i ^. 
business is that I thought the guy 
was nuts. I thought that he would 
just become some sort of a curiosity 
rather than the wolf in the fold he 
wanted to be That and the fact that 
I had worked up a terrific yen for 
Cil Northridge and hated to see her 
wasting her time on such a louse as 
Artie. Those are my excuses and 
now I’ll tel! you what happened. 

It worked The rumor that Artie 
was impotent was enough to make 


husbands who had distrusted him 
before take a sort of pitying trustful 
attitude toward him now. In other 


words, they let him hang around^ 
they let him squire their wives to’ 
places they didn't want to go, and 
without knowing it, they gave him 
the opportunity to make love to their 


wives. 


Continued on next page 
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THE PERFECT APPROACH... 


The first guy I slipped the word to 
was a retired English colonel whose 
gorgeous blonde wife was half his 
age and obviously eager for a spree 

“Don’t you know about old Artie?” 
1 whispered to the old boy over a 
whiskey and soda in the Ritz bar. 
“He’s one guy a man doesn’t have to 
be jealous of ... He lost it in the 
war, you know.” 

The next day Artie took the Colo¬ 
nel's wife on a tour of the museums 
while the Colonel spent the after¬ 
noon at the Moulin Rouge. The day 
after that Artie took the Colonel's 
wife to his apartment while the 
Colonel spent the evening at cards 
with some old army cronies. 

The Colonel’s lady was followed 
by a nifty little redhead who hap¬ 
pened to be married to several mil¬ 
lion dollars worth of Texas oil. 

I slipped it to the Texan over a 
mint julep. “Artie’s a nice fellow,” 
I said, “but it’s too bad he isn't 
really a man.” 

' You wouldn’t be joshing me, 
would you?” the Texan asked. 

“Happened in a sports car acci¬ 
dent,” I explained. 

“You know he offered to take Ur¬ 
sula on a sort of guided tour of the 
Paris culture spots and there’s a 
couple of spots I'd like to see myseli, 
ha, but they ain’t so cultured.” 

The tour of the Paris culture spots 


naturally ended in a tour of Ursula’s 
boudoir and I went on with my ly¬ 
ing with hardly a trace of conscience 
because Artie had been as good as 
his word in the matter of Cil. I was 
never quite sure what turned her 
eyes in my direction but I thought at 
the time it must have been a story 
something on the order of the one I 
was telling except that Artie had re¬ 
versed it about me, exaggerating 
what little ability at amour I did 
possess. 

After the Texas redhead there was 
the ballerina wife of a famous com¬ 
poser noted for his jealousy, and 
she was followed by a German in¬ 
dustrialist’s blonde, plump frau and 
oh, many many others. Then we got 
to Madeline. Madeline was a dancer 
w'ith an amazingly put-together body 
that u f as as slim and as strong as a 
sturdy pine tree. Madeline's husband 
w^as also a dancer. They did an 
Apache bit in a cafe just around the 
comer from our hotel. 

“This is the one,” Artie announced. 
“This is the woman I've wranted to 
make it with all my life.” 

This is the one you had better 
stay aw'ay from. I don’t like the 
looks of that husband of her’s.” 

“Aren’t you forgetting the perfect 
approach.” 

“Yes. but . . 

“It’s never missed yet, has it?” 



My conscience was beginning to 
come back because I had started to 
lose some of my original yen for %1. 
Among other things I had discovered 
that she had cold feet and a libido 
to match them. 

“I'm through,” I said “I’m tired 
of procuring for you.” 

“This is the last time the very- 
last time,” Artie pleaded. “This 
Madeline I've got to have.” 

“All right, but I mean it, this is 
the last time.” 

“I love you like a brother,” Artie 
said. 

I suppose that I will always feel at 
least partially responsible for what 
happened next. I was supposed to 
join Madeline's husband Adrian for 
an absinthe before lunch to give him 
the word about Artie. Instead, in a 
last desperate bit of experimenting 
I found a variation on an old theme 
that warmed up Oil’s cold feet and 
my heart a great deal. In fact, we 
spent the whole morning reveling in 
it. It w'as almost one o’clock before 
I remembered my proposed meeting 
wuth Adrian and the fact that, with 
complete confidence in his perfect 
approach, Artie had planned to have 
Madeline bedded down just about 
now\ 

Dressing hurriedly, I headed for 
the cafe and the apartment of Made¬ 
line and Adrian which w'as above it. 

I didn’t make it in time I w*as 
just bounding up the steps when I 
saw Adrian coming out of the apart¬ 
ment, his face black with fury. 

“Adrian . . . Adrian, I’m sorry- I 
didn’t meet you for that drink we 
planned . . you see. there w r as 
something I w'anted to tell you about 
Artie . He . . ” 

“Monsieur, I know' ail about thees 
Artie I care to know'," he spat. 

”Oh but you don’t . . . you sec he’s 
one guy you don’t have to worry 
about around your wife . . . he’s . . . 
he’s a eunuch.” 

“Oh but, Monsieur, yes I know 
that he is a eunuch for I have just 
made him one when I find him with 
my Madeline.” he said, displaying a 
bloody knife he had been holding 
out of sight. 

As I said, I am the only one who 
ever knew the real reason for Artie’s 
entering a monastery’ I visit him 
there as often as I can. # 



“Oh oh! Here comes my wife —start typing 







































THE BEARD 

% 

T HE NAME Castro i5 known 
throughout the world There's 
Fidel Castro, revolutionary leader, 
current Prime Minister and virtual 
dictator of Cuba. There’s his brother 
Raoul, guerrilla leader, terrorist and 
determined promoter of the leftist 
program of his brother’s govern¬ 
ment. And there's Carmen Castro 
who has nothing to do with revolu¬ 
tions. politics or Cuba. As a matter 
of fact, she's never even been there 
And what's more, she's no relation 
to the despotic brothers It's hard to 
see how it could happen, but just in 
case you get your Castros mixed up. 
Carmen is the one without the 
beard. She's also the one with 
curves where the brothers w f ear 
their ammo belts and makeup w’here 
their face foliage is. She’s a native of 
Los Angeles and her ambition isn't 
to take over the country, but just to 
act for it. In pursuing this dramatic 
ambition, Carmen attends school 
where she is studying singing, danc¬ 
ing and dramatics. She finances this 
schooling by working as a model. 
Asked w'hether the reputation the 
Cuban Castros are acquiring might 
make her want to change her name. 
Carmen had this to say: "The name 
Castro hasn’t done the manufactur¬ 
ers of those sofa-bed convertibles 
any harm, so why should I worry?" 
Why indeed? With attributes like 
Carmen has, she doesn’t have to 
concern herself about such things 
After all, what’s in a name'' It’s the 
girl that counts and w«. count Car¬ 
men real high 1 O 


Only a myopic idiot would have to look for face 
foliage to toll luscious Carmen Castro of Los Angeles 
from the infamous Castro brothers of Cuba. But 



you'll want to study these pictures all the samel 













An anti-Castro Castro, Carmen deplores 


what her namesakes have done to the Cuban 


people. "What I want to know/' she says 


with conscious irony, "is why somebody 


doesn't make them change their name!' 










"Pro Jt» for importonofing wom«n-What or« you in for?*' 
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Confessions of a Master 


4 LWAYS it's the same gag "Well. Mr Plumber. what :< did > 
forget T<» bring today?" I pet awful sick of htarmg :• JO • r 30 ! mm a 
t ik Sometime’.. though, I manage tu turn the joke tu rn\ own advantage 
Like The time the dame sent fur a plumber tu fix her kitchen drain I take 
a look at her and lose interest right away She'- ever 5 u :f he < da -, v. :tr. 
tiyi.d red hair, a skeleton tor a hud*, and her face fixed up with <m «r:«.h 
of gook 

I ask to j*ee where the trouble is and she give me the c-mc-ndr.’ i nub 
and the coy routine “Wouldn't you like b« have a liPle drink ur «ar : » drone 
before you get down to business 0 " she asks 

Nov.. I'm no prude and I sure have no scruples about taking mart -r 
fu o on the job. but I suspect this old bag has :-ome r hmg **lse ur. her mind. 
><• I say '‘No thanks, never tuueh the >tutT while I ni uerkmg ' 

While I'm looking over the job she's pram me around *:k» .t »-r 1 

find all she needs is a new washer, so I tell her it’ a mm-! j 1 an ! co..: 

under $10 She wiggles up close to me and -ur! • ( wh; p« r I.* * ; • ’ * j .k 

money, sweet m: I can make it up to vou so nice 

By this time, of course. I not the picture I fiddle around a rnmun v.ith 
the tap. then I say “Well, whaddya know. I forgot something 

"Oh. you plumbers." sh« sa> s. "vou’n- fam-u f-.-r fnro ttmg thing:* 
What is it this, time 0 " 

I grab my bag and make a beeline foi the door I f. r*; *’ T « d.i'. h--rr,< 

I \ell With that I get out of the joint, fast 

You'd be surprised at how many seemingly nice \uimg rnarru d w• men 
try to get their plumbing done fre* I don't mind confessing tha? mor. that, 
once I’ve taken my payment m something other than cash t u! I "vwr 
sunk so low as to romance any silly old scarecrow Isk.• * the >n« m »h:*- - j . 

When I was a young fellow, just starting out for myself in !n« piun r m*., 
business, I got a call from a young couple who had just bought their ’ f '• 
home When I went around to see them. I was surprised that the \\ U did 
all the talking and made it plain that I'd be doing business u.th her .m.i 
not with her hubby 

She was a good-looking brunette job with a terrific body There v. a. ; 
lot td work to be done-- almost an entire new ss stem !•> iNmnnucd p 4s- 
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Plumber 

BY J. FRANCIS MISCHAK 

If your pipes gurgle, 
your drains are clogged, 
or your wife's too 
much for you to handle, 
call on man's best 
friend, the plumber. You 
con be sure he'll 
• give expert satistaction! 



humor 












CONFESSIONS OF A MASTER PLUMBER 


be installed—so I gave her an esti¬ 
mate. She answered that she’d have 
to pay it off in installments, and I 
said all right, because I needed all 
the work 1 could get. 

I went to work on the place and 
the first thing 1 did was finish ofT the 
bath. When I got through, she sat me 
down in the kitchen and poured me 
a stifT hooker of Scotch. Then she 
turned on the radio and says, “Why 
don’t we dance a little, to celebrate 
finishing the job?” 

With the liquor burning inside me, 

1 had enough courage to dance with 
her. Half an hour later — in the 
boudoir’ 

I went from finishing the bath to 
the kitchen and the little lavatory 
and I hooked up her dishwasher and 
garbage disposal and all that. And 
each lime we finished a project it 
was the same story—a celebration. 
All in all, we must have celebrated 
a couple of dozen times. 

Anyway, I'd been sending her bills 
every month and nothing ever hap¬ 
pened Finally, when the entire job 
was finished—and we had just cele¬ 
brated in the bedroom—she play¬ 
fully took a sheaf of my bills from a 
desk and handed them to me. 

“Why don’t you take these and 
throw them away?” she cooed. “My 
husband gets awful mad when he 
sees bills.” 

I'm pretty stupid, I guess, but I 
finally caught on. Hubby was a cop. 
big and tough, and I w*as hardly in 
a position to press him for payment 

But here’s the payoff Two years 
later I got talking with Eagan, the 
house painter, and Schmidt, who 
does electrical work. You guessed 
it f This clever dame had got all her 
plumbing, electrical w’ork and paint¬ 
ing done without spending a cent! 

I often wonder about her husband, 
the cop. Did he appreciate w r hat a 
wonderfully thrifty little wifey he 
had? Or was he just a schnook w r ho 
gave her dough to have all the work 
done? I guess I’ll never know 

But, like I say, I was a young fel¬ 
low then I used to believe every¬ 
thing. For instance, a favorite gag 
among the old-timers was to tell a 
young fellow' that he always had to 
carry a can of lard m his bag “You 


never know' when you might get a 
call to get a fat woman out of a 
bathtub if she gets stuck,” they said, 

So for almost a year I carried a 
can of lard around with me. I quit 
after I went out on a job where, 
sure enough, there was a big fat 
lady and a skinny little man I was 
working in the kitchen and the wife 
went upstairs, leaving me with her 
husband. 

After a w'hile he runs upstairs and 
when he comes down, he looks at me 
kind of funny and asks: “Do you 
happen to have any grease, or lard, 
with you?” 

“Oh boy!” I said to myself, “it's 
happened, at last The fat lady's 
stuck in the tub This is going to be 
fun!” 

I tell the guy sure, I have some 
lard. I get it out of my kit and I 
start up the stairs. 

“Where you going?” the husband 
yells. Then I notice he's slicing po¬ 
tatoes. “I w r anna make you some 
lunch,” he says, “and I need the 
grease to fry these potatoes.” 

I never carried lard with me after 
that. 

I’ve been a plumber for close to 
20 years. I don’t think there’s any 
line of w'ork anyw'here in the world 
where you get a better picture of the 
life of the average family. You see 
people the way they really are, not 
the way they put on for public 
appearances 

I once had to do a repair job for 
one of the so-called swankiest fam¬ 
ilies in town The old man was a big 
shot in a public utility and his w'lfc 
was always getting her snoot in the 
papers in connection with chanty 
work. 

It seems the missus had lost a dia¬ 
mond ring and she said she was sure 
she had dropped it down the drain. 
1 found it, all right. It was at the 
bottom of a pipe A pipe that led out 
from the private quarters of Rogers, 
the family chauffeur! Her husband 
was pretty sore when I told him 
w f here I'd found it. 

I once came close to getting fired 
for telling the truth. I was working 
in the home of a prim old maid 
schoolteacher and she was giving me 
the question-and-answ’er treatment, 


as if I were a five-year-old. That 
can get pretty tiring, you know. 

Anyway, I answered all her ques¬ 
tions, even if they w r eren't 100^ 
technically accurate. She looked 
shocked and horrified when I spoke 
to her and I was wondering if she 
really was a plumber herself and 
had found some mistakes in what I 
said. At any rate, a few days later 
all Hell broke loose 

The boss called me in the minute 
I arrived for work and asked me 
w'hat the Hell I had told Miss School¬ 
teacher that made her so mad. She 
wanted him to fire me on the spot 
for obscene language 

I explained The old dame asked 
me what I was doing every five min¬ 
utes. I said, so I told her. I told her 
I was looking for a male adapter to 
fit into a female screw fitting The 
next time she bothered me I told her 
1 had to use a bastard-sized nipple 
on a faucet because the clown who 
had put in the original plumbing 
didn't know' what he w'as doing. 

I'll give the boss credit. He called 
the old babe right up and said the 
plumber w'ho worked on her home 
hadn’t said anything he shouldn't 
have said. “Every word that man 
used,” he told her, “ls a perfectly 
correct term in plumbing circles ” 
Furthermore, he added, if she had a 
filthy mind, it was nobody’s fault but 
her owm. 

Not all the gags you read about 
the shower bath are made up Many 
of the funny incidents are true I 
went out on a call once to the home 
of an actress who called in a panic 
to complain that something was 
wrong u*ith her shower 

When I got to her apartment I 
found her half-seas over with mar¬ 
tinis. The first thing she did was 
pour me a drink out of a pitcherful 
that she kept in the icebox Then she 
led me to the bathroom and started 
explaining the trouble. 

I got a bright idea. 

‘Tm not sure I know w’hat's 
wrong,” I said, “but you should be 
able to help me through your acting 
ability. Why don’t you demonstrate 
by taking a shower -1 " 

It w r as a pretty nervy thing to 
say. but I had her Co*mmted p 70 
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"O K. Mon! — Heads you discover her — . . . tails, I do." 
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T HE BREEZE that blew in through the motel 
window was warm that afternoon, un¬ 
seasonably warm for November in Dal¬ 
las. Yet, the ringing of the phone caused 
the same reaction in Rick Rawson that it had been 
causing since February. He broke out in a cold sweat. 

He rolled across the bed and grabbed for the instru¬ 
ment. but Gloria giggled and beat him to it She sang 
out “Hello’' in dripping, seductive tones, then listened. 
Presently she picked the phone up from the bedside 
table, balanced it on her naked stomach, and passed 
him the handset. 

“Rawson?" Herm Flanders' steely voice iced the line 
•'You've got a short memory, boy. Recall our chat, last 
Friday, about no more catting around 0 '’ 

-Herm," Rick said hastily, “this isn’t what it sounds 
like," 


"No? Since when is Victor Ward a soprano?" 

“Herm. this is Gloria Morgan. You remember, the 
redhead from Montana, the gal with the matched set 
of 38 s." 

“I remember." 


"I need help on this Ward thing. I'm persuading her." 

“Like you persuaded Ralph Wirges to turn his con¬ 
tract back—by jumping into the sack with his wife." 

Rick’s mouth dried. "He—turned the order back?" 

“What’d you think would happen when his wife so¬ 
bered up?" 

“Well—" 

"She went all contrite and weepy. Blabbed your 
whole affair with her." 

“She led me on, Herm," Rick argued weakly. "She 
baited—" 

don’t care what she did. I'm paying you 15 grand 
a year to make orders slick, not to lose them/' 

Rick wiped his damp brow. "Herm, I don't know what 
to say.” 

Then I'll say it for you. Raw’son: Either bring home 
the plans for that copper casting process Victor Ward 
uses, or don’t bother to comeback. Earn your keep, boy!" 

Rick opened his mouth to protest, but Herm had al¬ 
ready hung up. 

“That sounded blunt," Gloria said. 

"Let’s don't talk about it," Rick grunted. "If you want 
to talk, see if you can repeat back the routine I gave 
you for tonight" 

“Well, I meet Victor Ward in his office at Ward 
Machine Tool, at eight. I treat him nice I manage to 
take the plans out of the filing cabinet in the alcove. 
They're in a green folder, top drawer.” 

"Or thereabouts/’ 

“'Yes. Then, I meet you at my hotel at midnight." 

"Okay. Now. one more thing: Victor Ward isn’t just 
another John. He isn’t dumb Besides which, it cost me 
a bill and three miserable evenings with a 160-pound 
aecretary named Fideiita Crutchfield to find out where 
he keeps his prize cost-cutting secret s. Here’s a picture 
Herm gave me." 

Rick produced a color snapshot of a tallish. graying 
man with dark circles around his eyes and an unhappy 
look. Gloria studied it. Ts he married’" she asked 

‘Divorced and that’s another hitch: The ex-wife owns 
a big hunk of the business, and has a part in running it. 
8hts out of town now, though *’ 


Gloria frowned. She rubbed her silky thigh "What if 
she comes home unexpectedly?" 

Rick shrugged. 

“I don’t want to get in trouble. Rick. I—I want to get 
out of this kind of life. I want to get married.” 

"Oh, brother! I can see you with Ward now: Oh, no, 
sir, I can't. I'm a lady now. Don't—" 

Gloria bounced off the bed and whaled him across 
the face. Stunned, Rick retreated, rubbing his cheek. 
"Now, baby. I'm just kidding!" 

She grabbed her panties and bra from a chair. Her 
face was red. "I'll do my part, because 1 said I would/' 
She stepped into the panties, wriggled into the bra. She 
snatched her dress from the back of the chair. "But if 
you et»er ask me to do anything like this again, I'll 
never speak to you as long as I live. Now call me a cab!” 

. . . Rick was still smarting a bit when he drove his 
rented Caddy convertible toward town later that eve¬ 
ning But not entirely from the effects of Gloria's right 
cross The job itself seemed to get stickier as time 
went on. 

He thought about his initial contact with Victor Ward, 
this morning. It hadn't gone well. Not well at all. 

The Executive Vice President of Ward Machine Tool 
looked just like his picture. He snapped nervous orders, 
a la a Marine sergeant. While Rick waited, Victor Ward 
handed down decisions involving half a million dollars 
and fired two ten-year company men. 

Eventually. Victor Ward listened to Rick. "Sure,” he 
said, when Rick had finished, T like a good piece But 
why should I mess with this Gloria what’s-her-name?” 

"Because she's on the house, for one thing," Rick said. 
"For another, she's the best you’ll ever have.” 

Victor Ward gazed at him sharply. "What’s your 
interest in this, Rawson?” 

Rick had a cover story ready. "Let’s just say anyone 
in the construction business ought to be real good bud¬ 
dies with you gents in heavy machinery. Hell, let’s face 
it—I might get you to sell me a bargain some day." 

”1 don’t give discounts under any circumstances, 
Rawson " 

Rick shrugged pleasantly. "So—maybe sometime you 
can toss me a favor You want to meet Gloria here?" 

Victor Ward hesitated, still studying Rick "Why 
here?" 

T hear you’re an eager beaver. Figured you'd prob¬ 
ably be working late—" 

"All right. At eight. But don’t count on any rake-offs.” 

Who tr ants your chicken-plucking rake-off’ Rick asked 
silently. All Vm after is that casting process . . . 

That had been at eleven this morning. Now he ar¬ 
rived in town, parked the Caddy and walked to Gloria's 
hotel. 

She was waiting, cold and aloof. She spoke in a cool 
voice. Tve got the folder." 

Rick relaxed. "So why the chill?” 

She turned away. "It's just that—Victor Ward is a 
nice guy/* 

"What the hell does that mean?" 

"He—didn’t touch me. Rick," she said, almost wist¬ 
fully “We sat m his office and talked. About his wife, 
mostly She must be a terror. He said she owns 51 per 
cent of the business, with an open option to buy up his 
49 per cent at any time. She—" Continued on next page 


THE GENTLEMAN IS A TRAMP 


A whisper of sound drifted from 
the hall. Hick waved Gloria silent 
and listened. He said, “Ditch the 
folder .” 

Gloria grabbed her purse. She 
turned toward the bathroom. A 
heavy knocking vibrated the door. 

“Open up, Rawson!” 

“Who is it?” Rick called out. 

“You know damn well who. Open 
up!" 

'Tm undressed.’* 

"We ain’t formal.” A fist clubbed 
at the door again. Swearing, Rick 
turned the knob. Victor Ward burst 
in. followed by a massive, balding 
man. 

Victor Ward snapped, “Get the 
folder, Harry!” 

The rumpled man pushed past 
Rick. 

Rick’s temper flared. “What the 
hell is this?” 

The end of your stupid play, 
Rawson.” 

“Play? What are you—” 

Rick’s voice trailed off as Gloria 
stumbled out of the bathroom, red¬ 
faced. The slovenly giant named 
Harry thrust the green folder at 
Victor Ward As he did so, a freshly 
minted bill fluttered to the floor. 
Victor Ward picked it up. 

“Harry, you're a witness. Rawson 
had this $1000 bill. It's the same bill 
I registered with the police and 
added to this folder after Fidelita 
Crutchfield came in to see me this 
afternoon. That, in turn, was after 
this amateur con man paid me his 
visit this morning.” 

Rick’s head was spinning. “Wh—” 

“Do you want to hear my proposi¬ 
tion, Rawson? Or shall I just call in 
the cops?” 

Rick swallowed. He stared at Vic¬ 
tor Ward, then at Gloria. She sat on 
the edge of the bed, staring at her 
clenched hands. “What’s the propo¬ 
sition?” he asked hollowly. 

“My ex-wife arrives back in town 
tomorrow. She’s been in my hair for 
the last three years. I’m sick of her. 
She doesn't know a grader from a 
motor scooter but she’s trying to run 
the company.” Victor Ward’s thin 
face stiffened. “She's also as frigid 
as a stone. After you were in this 
morning, I ran a quick check on you, 
Rawson I wasn't too damn surprised 


to find out you're Herm Flanders' 
undercover man. Got a bright idea. 
I want you to do some under-cover 
work with Marcine.'’ 

“How’s that again?” Rick said. 

“From what I hear, you can make 
a woman out of her if anyone can. 
If she wakes up, finds out what it's 
all about, maybe she’ll quit trying to 
play the big lady executive. My 
business is ready to grow if she’ll 
get her hooks out.” 

Rick studied Victor Ward angrily. 
“Do I have a choice?” 

“Oh, sure! My wife—or a grand 
larceny charge.” Victor Ward's thin 
lips spread cruelly. “I admit it’s a 
toss-up.” 

Rick shrugged, feeling foolish. 
“Once a lecher, always a lecher, I 
guess.” 

“A sensible attitude, Rawson. 
You’ll be able to catch Marcine at 
the office tomorrow night. She al¬ 
ways puts in lots of overtime after 
she’s been away. Takes her about 
24 hours of it to foul up the works 
again.” 

“I can’t do anything with an audi¬ 
ence,” Rick said 

“I’ll be out with Miss Morgan,” 
Victor Ward said, gazing at Gloria. 
•Won’t I?” 

Gloria’s hands twisted together. 
She glanced up at Rick, hesitated, 
nodded, then jumped up and fled 
from the room. Victor Ward stopped 
at the door long enough to grin at 
Rick. “Good luck tomorrow, sucker. 
Remember—Marcine or the pokey.” 

The door slammed behind him 
and big Harry After a moment of 
glum silence, Rick picked up a 
couple of the sheets from the green 
folder. They were plans, all right. 
But not of Victor Ward’s casting 
process. 

They were floor plans of the local 
YMCA . 

At seven the following evening, 
Rick knocked on the outer office 
door at Ward Machine Tool. After a 
moment, footsteps clicked inside and 
the door opened. Rick’s breath 
caught The woman looking up at 
him was a short-cropped ash blonde 
with perfect skin and cool violet 
eyes, generous mouth, and a Gloria- 
like bosom in a white blouse. 

Tm looking for Marcine Ward,” 


Rick said as he looked her over. 

“I’m Marcine Ward.” 

He introduced himself. 

She regarded him coldly. “What¬ 
ever you’re selling, Mr. Rawson, I 
don’t need any ” 

He tried to smile disarmingly. T’m 
only trying to sell mysell I’m in 
town, lonely, and Victor thought you 
might—” 

“Let you shove me around a dance 
floor? Sorry.” 

“How about a movie, then** Or 
just dinner and conversation?” 

Mr. Rawson, you're spinning your 
wheels. I’m unavailable/' 

•’You mean you're busy'? Or just 
conceited?” 

The violet eyes blinked. “Busy- 
now and forever. If you’ll—” 

Pushing past her, Rick strode into 
the office and plunked down on a 
modernistic red leather chair He 
picked up a magazine. “You're busy. 
Okay, you go and finish whatever it 
is you’re busy at. I’ve got lots of 
time.” 

A scarlet wave travelled up her 
neck and face. “Mr. Rawson, this is 
most irregular!” 

He chuckled. ‘Tine speech. Miss 
Ward. Where’d you get it, from a 
19th century drawing room farce?” 

She sucked her breath in quickly, 
a movement that did delightful 
things to the front of the white 
blouse. T—” 

“Don’t worry. Miss Ward. I’m a 
very irregular guy. I collect old 
skulls for a hobby. I ride a zebra 
down Main Street at nine every 
Sunday morning. I’ve just finished 
installing a three manual pipe organ 
on my 12-foot rowboat. Now that 
we understand each other—” 

He thought he saw a flicker of 
humor in the violet depths of her 
eyes, but it was gone immediately. 
“Mr. Rawson. will you please leave?” 

“Nope,” Rick said, grinning. He 
stretched his long legs. This chair 
fits very well. You’re lovely when 
you’re mad. This magazine promises 
untold delights, and when you’ve 
finished with your work—whatever 
it can be that's more important than 
a good meal—we’ll go forth and And 
the best food this city has to offer 
and we’ll talk of young ladies who 
can hold neither Continued p. 66 
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A new reader wntes in that he 
always thought baseball was the 
aational pastime until he began buy¬ 
ing ACE. 

• . • 

You need a good digestion for this 
one A Red Chinese fighter pilot 
defected to the Americans. He said 
his name was Chow Mein and that 
he'd been a Kamikaze flyer in Korea. 
Our side was skeptical. “Kamikaze 
pilots kill themselves, Chew Mem/’ 
they said. "So how come you're still 
aliveV* 

“Sure, Yank/' he answered. “You 
nght. Only me chicken Chow Mein/ 9 

9 • • 

O k* neurotic adman we know was 
advised by his psychiatrist to get 
himself a pet for company and affec¬ 
tion The huckster went out and 
bought a parakeet “Can you talk?*' 
he asked the bird when he got it 
home. 

“Sure," said the bird, edging the 
adman over the precipice into com¬ 
plete depression. “Can you fty? M 

• • • 

Heard about the wealthy Alaskan 
whose sled is pulled by eight VoUcj- 

toapens’ 

a ... 

T here’s a cute new doll tor tots 
that's manufactured in South Africa 
You squeeze it and it says “Mau 

*Uu“ 

... 

Can ti be true that the parimutuel 
Wmd*jw$ at Belmont honor Dtners’ 


SCAMPISH 





HUMOR 


It was an unbelievable sight. Two 
bookies were coming out of church 
on a Sunday morning. As they 
reached the entry, one of them hit 
the other on the head and said: 
“Dumbkopf. how many times do I 
have to tell you? It's Hallelujah, not 
Hialeah!” 

... 

Discumnp the previous nighr's par¬ 
ty, an actor asked his wife . “Was 
that you 1 kissed out on the patio?” 

The little woman thought for a 
moment , then countered. “About 

what time, dear? 9 ' 

... 

It was an international convention 
and delegates from every country 
were there. There had been the ex¬ 
change of stories, each one a little 
bigger and a little better. Finally 
they got around to talking of the 


largest fish they had caught. The 
delegate from Texas was strangely 
quiet. 

•'You mean you don't catch any 
fish down in Texas?” exclaimed one 
of the delegates. 

•'Well*" said the Texan, “about the 
largest fish I ever caught down there 
was 12 inches . “He paused as the 
group looked at him in amazement. 
“Of course, in Texas we measure 
our fish between the eyes.” 

. • . ^ 

An Irishman was handling dynamite 
in a quarry. He let a stick drop , and 
it exploded. The foreman came 
around later and asked a worker , 
“ Where's Mike?" 

“He's gone/ 9 replied the worker 

“When toill he be back?” 

“Well,” replied the worker, thinks 
mg, “if he comes back as fast as he 
went, he'll be back yesterday.” 















Those Bold Belles of Bourbon Street 



Informality is the keynote as (I. to r.) June Calender, Rosie O'Toole, Donna Pons and Tango lamots make the» r enrran-> 
at the Old French Opera House. Below. Rosie. June and Tango hold a mock «,cx appeal contest tha? d*ew occ 


TVTHEN. during the War of 1812, the famous but- 
▼ T cancer Jean Lafittc raised the British seige of 
New Orleans by coming to the aid of General An¬ 
drew Jackson, his motives were open to question 
Some said he acted out of patriotism, wiule others 
claimed he just wanted his share of the booty cap¬ 
tured from the Redcoats There may be some truth 
to both points of view, but it’s a certainty that the 
pirate acted largely from a third motive—one most 
history books don’t mention* He was determined 
not to let the beauties of Bourbon Street fall into 
the hands of bumbling Britishers. Actually, hi may 
have done the English a favor Even in those days 
the Bourbon Street belles were noted for their fiery 
temperament and the conquerors might well have 
ended up the conquered if left to the mercy of their 
unsheathed claws Spunk and shapeliness have al¬ 
ways walked hand-in-hand down the cobblestoned 
street and sex appeal has always been its chief 
commodity This is true today Continued p 56 
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The wildness which prevails along Bourbon Street is demonstated by Tango and June in a routine that has them climb¬ 
ing the balconies and then colculatedly running amok among the patrons to a hectic |azz tempo which ends the act. 


At the Old French Opera House, each girl does a single as well as participating in the group routines. Shown below as 
they start their specialties are (I. to r.) Rosie O'Toole, June Calendar, and Louise Lovely top Bourbon Street exotics. 






Bockifoge ot Bourbon Street 4 ! popular 500 Club, favorite exotic Texat Dalyah poses for photographer before going 
into her act. Texas has danced around the world, but New Orleans is her favorite town. "It's always gay," she says. 



more than ever. The boldness of the shows m the 
Bourbon Street niteries is matched only by the fierce 
independence and bristling pride of the girls who ap¬ 
pear in them. From the intimacy of the Sho Bar and 
the old-world atmosphere of the Old French Opera 
House to the razzmatazz of the 500 Club and the ex¬ 
citement of such stars as Texas Dalyah and Blaze Starr. 
Bourbon Street bristles with an excitement uniquely 
its own. And Bourbon Street belles are a breed apart 


from the average showgirls who work at nitenes in 
other cities. They have a sparkle and an appeal that is 
as much a part of New Orleans as the French Quarter 
and the nverboats The result is that the enter¬ 
tainment along Bourbon Street is the most torrid of¬ 
fered in the U.S A, Indeed, visiting Frenchmen have 
proclaimed that there is nothing in Paris itself to com¬ 
pare with the performances of the Bourbon Street 
belles They’re the world's boldest' # 
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HISTORY'S GREATEST COURTESANS, *6 n 



Neither fort t, Dukes, nor Mm King hl nwiH could resist Mm charms of Mio nymph from Devonshire I 


E lizabeth cbudieigh not only 
was the most celebrated courte¬ 
san of her day, she also was one of 
the most remarkable adventuresses 
of all time. A lush, statuesque blonde 
with a superb chassis, she was built 
for speed, beauty and endurance. In 
an age renowned for fast females, 
she outstripped all others in her avid 
pursuit of sex, pleasure and money. 
Her beauty and wit were legendary. 
After exhausting the nobility of 18th 
century Europe, from Albion to far- 
off Muscovy, at the ripe old age of 65 
she Anally settled down on an estate 
in France with a young coachman as 
a lover. 

Britain’s most notorious nymph 
was bom in 1702 to an old but im¬ 
poverished Devonshire family. Her 
father dying when she was six, her 
mother moved to London and opened 
a boarding house A few years later 


the young but precociously devel¬ 
oped child caught the roving eye of 
William Pulteney, Earl of Bath. 

Polteney was a distinguished poli¬ 
tician and wit, leader of taste and 
fashion. He also was an accom¬ 
plished rake with a weakness for 
young girls. To him, twelve was an 
ideal age. “You have to catch 'em 
young, y'know,” he frequently re¬ 
marked. 

It is questionable whether Eliza¬ 
beth even at that tender age was 
still pure. According to some ac¬ 
counts she received her baptism in 
love from a young boarder in her 
mother's home. There is no doubt 
however that she was young and 
breathtakingly beautiful. In addi¬ 
tion she was gifted with a quick and 
lively wit. Her “patron" educated 
her, taught her to walk, talk and 
dreas properly. At the age of 16 


he introduced her as his “ward** at 
the court of Frederick, Prince of 
Wales—one of the most dissolute 
courts of Europe. She became maid 
of honor and intimate friend to 
the Princess Augusta. 

Her beauty and wit created a sen¬ 
sation. She became the toast of 
young bucks. Admirers laid their 
hearts, fortunes and coronets at her 
feet. Determined not to throw her¬ 
self away on anything less than a 
Duke, she resolutely remained un¬ 
attainable. Her jaundiced “patron'’ 
had no objection; by this time he 
was ready to pass on to younger 
game. 

So when the 19-year old Duke 
of Hamilton laid siege to her heart 
and proposed marriage, she accepted. 
His horrified guardians refused con¬ 
sent. Instead they hustled him off on 
a two-year tour of Europe — a re- 




quirement xor an young gentlemen 
of rank and fashion at the time. Hie 
tearful lovers parted, wearing un¬ 
dying passion and vowing to keep 
it alive by an interchange of letters. 

However months passed without 
a letter from Hamilton In a pique, 
while visiting her aunt m Hampshire 
she was swept off her feet by the 
impassioned wooing of the Hon. 
Augustus John Hervey. a young 
lieutenant in the Royal Navy. While 
no Duke, he was the nephew and 
only heir of the elderly Earl of 
Bristol Wed surreptitiously in the 
chapel at Lainston. the young cou¬ 
ple agreed to keep their marriage 
secret; he because he might be dis¬ 
inherited. she because as a married 
woman she would lose her job as 
maid of honor to the Princess, and 
the salary of 500 pounds per year 
that went with it. A few days later 
duty called; the bridegroom depart¬ 
ed on a two-year cruise to the West 
Indies. 

She returned to her duties at 


court. In that hectic environment, 
dedicated to dissipation and vice, it 
was difficult for a beautiful and ap¬ 
parently unattached female to re¬ 
main virtuous. Men showered her 
with money, jewels and other ex¬ 
pensive gifts. Lovely Miss Chud- 
leigh fell with a bang. Her lovers 
were so numerous, her affairs so 
brazen and flagrant that the mob 
called her “an uncommon whore/' 
booed and hissed her out of the the¬ 
atre when she attended a perform¬ 
ance of the 'Beggar's Opera." 

It was reliably reported that she 
was sexually insatiable. Asked if he 
would marry a woman of her repu¬ 
tation, Sir Robert Keith replied: 
“Yes. if I could find a grenadier 
guard sturdy enough to assist me in 
the task of fulfilling her connubial 
demands!" 

When her husband returned from 
his cruise, Elizabeth refused to see 
him. However upon his threat to re¬ 
veal their secret union, she reluc¬ 
tantly agreed to an interview in the 


privacy of his lodgings. “It was an 
assignation with a vengeance," she 
wryly admitted later. The discussion 
became so heated that a few months 
later, pleading “indisposition," she 
was forced to take temporary leave 
from the court and seek seclusion in 
a remote village. 

On her return she asked Lord 
Chesterfield if he believed the scan¬ 
dal that she had given birth to twins 
“Madame/’ he gallantly replied, "I 
make it a practice to believe only 
halt of what I hear!" 

Rumor became certainty when she 
announced she was adopting a child 
“found on the stair leading to my 
apartment" and giving it her own 
name Though her husband (now a 
Captain) pursued her like fury, she 
refused to have anything to do with 
him To put an end to his threats, 
she herself privately informed the 
Princess of her secret marriage. 
Contrary to regulations, Augusta 
sympathetically kept her on as maid 
of honor. The scan- Continued p. 72 




A SHAM IN THB FUTUNA 


(Continued from page 8) 

she would cry — and I would cry. 
Now get to work.*' 

Lance laughed and began laying 
out his tools. He worked steadily for 
several hours, losing himself in the 
complexities of the task, enjoying 
the challenge of it. 

All the time Professor Grunzweig 
hung over his shoulder, clucking his 
tongue, wringing his hands, offering 
superfluous advice. Lance ignored 
him Finally, he gave the final screw 
a final twist, stretched and got to his 
feet. “It's finished,** he said. 

The Professor was almost jumping 
up and down in his excitement. 
“Ja, M he said, eyes glowing. “At last 
it is ready.” 

“Now' tell me something,** Lance 
said “After all. I’ve been working 
on this contraption for over a year. 
I deserve to know.*’ 

“What do you want to know’” 
4I What is the damn thing?** 
Caution clouded the Professor's 
eyes. Should he tell this happy-go- 
lucky young man? Could he trust 
him? Still, he would have to tell 
him. There were reasons why he 
must eventually take someone else 
into his confidence — so why not 
Lance who had worked so closely 
with him? “It is a time-travel ma¬ 
chine/* he said. 

“Huh?** 

“It is a machine for traveling into 
the future ** 

“You mean like those doohickeys 
in the science fiction stories?” 

“This is no doohickey! You, my 
mechanical friend, should know' 
that. It is a compact machine plan¬ 
ned and constructed on the pro¬ 
jection of various Einstein theories.** 
“But will it work? Will it really 
transport someone into the future?” 

“Of course it will! ... I think . . 

It should ... It must! . . . Well, 
there is one way only to find out . . ” 
“You mean you’re going to try it?” 
“No-oo. Much as I would like to, I 
must remain behind to handle the 
controls, watch the gauges, guide 
the machine. The person inside will 
be unconscious, so his journey to the 
future must be guided from here.” 

‘Then who—?” Lance paused. The 
Professor was looking at him most 
peculiarly. “Oh, no!” Lance ex¬ 
claimed. “Not me!" 

“And why not? Don't you know 
more about the machine than any¬ 
one else except me? In case of me¬ 
chanical difficulties, would you not 
be better qualified to make repairs’ 
Anyway, don’t you want to be the 
first man to see the future**’* 

“All I want to see is a blonde 
named Rosie And if I hurry—“ 
Lance edged towards the door. 

The Professor took a step, his 
roly-poly frame blocking Lance’s 
jxit. And then he began talking— 


soothingly, persuasively, encourag¬ 
ingly. He brought up Columbus and 
Marco Polo He waved the carrot of 
fame leading to fortune His words 
polished the glitter of posterity 
And when he was done Lance stood 
a little stroightcr, his shoulders were 
a little squarer, he looked altogether 
taller and there was a look of in¬ 
spired determination in his eyes. The 
Professor had converted him unto a 
man with a mission “When do I 
start?” he asked firmly. 

“What better time than right 
now ,H asked the Professor, aware 
that such inspiration might wane 
given time 

Lance looked at his watch It was 
too late to meet Rosie “All right,” 
he said 

“Good.” The Professor rubbed his 
hands together. Then he paused 
thoughtfully “Still,” he said, “per¬ 
haps a minute you should take to 
prepare yourself for what you may 
find. A whole different world it will 
be, you know. There will be tremen¬ 
dous technological advances. But 
you should be ready for other dif¬ 
ferences as well. It may be an en¬ 
tirely different culture The morals 
and mores will be different. There 
may even be biological changes.” 

Lance shrugged *T11 just have to 
take it as it comes. How far in the 
future am I going?” 

“The gauges are set for 500 years 
—give or take a few.” 

“Well,” Lance said, “let’s get the 
show on the road.** He slid into the 
machine in a reclining position and 
waved to the Professor to go ahead. 

The Professor turned two knobs, 
studied the gauges, took a deep 
breath and pushed a button. There 
was a sudden whirring noise . . 

There was another sudden whir¬ 
ring noise a week later and the ma¬ 
chine settled smoothly into place. 
The Professor threw the switch 
shutting it off and rushed to pull 
Lance Barlow’s unconscious body 
from the compartment. He propped 
him in an armchair and tamped at 
his face with a wet cloth. A groan 
told him he was coming around. He 
held a glass of brandy to the time- 
traveler's lips. Goodness, he thought, 
he looks pale and weak. He must 
have lost ten pounds. 

Lance opened his eyes and focused 
on the Professor. He grinned in 
recognition. T*m back,” he said. 

’Yes/’ the Professor answered. 
“You are back safely. Now tell me, 
what did you find'’ What kind of 
civilization'’ Atomic destruction’ 
Novel construction 0 New inven¬ 
tions? Tell me everything!” 

“Well.” Lance began, “when I 
came to. the ship was perched in a 
bunch of bramble bushes. I got out, 
covered it over so it was completely 


camounageu oy uie ousnes ana maae 
for this city I saw m the distance. 
I’d only gone a few steps, though, 
when all of a sudden I heard one of 
those long, low' whistles I turned 
around and there was this really 
luscious redhead. Man. she was built 
like—” % 

‘The city.” the Professor said, 
holding on to his patience “What 
was it like 4 !* Were there unusual 
buildings? Were there new materi¬ 
als? Did you see any rums’” 

“So I turned right around and 
whistled back. Well, she comes right 
up to me. just as friendly as could 
be and says Going my way. Hand¬ 
some?* I gave her a real long look 
and said—” 

“They spoke English then?” 
“Sure. So I said, ‘Any way you're 
going is fine with me.* Well, she 
leads me off into the bushes and—*’ 
“Enough! I should have known 
better than to send you, you—you 
alley cat! I am not interested in your 
over-active libido! Tell me about the 
civilization you found there Tell me 
about the technological advances 
Tell me of the sociological changes. 
Tell me of the culture of the future’” 
“That’s what I’m trying to tell 
you. . . So she throw's her arms 
around me and before I know it, 
she's kissing me like crazy The next 
thing I know she's pulling me down 
on the ground alongside her Wow' 
Talk about passion!” 

The Professor sighed resignedly 
and settled back to listen. 

“Well, after awhile—as pleasant a 
while as I*ve known. I might add. 
and nobody can accuse me of inex¬ 
perience—the sun began going down 
and we got up and she led me down 
the path. We came out on a wide, 
grassy area that seemed to go right 
up to some ruins—yes. they were 
atomic ruins — and she pointed to 
some skyscrapers, sort of glass 
and aluminum buildings, and said: 
'I've got to get to the hubby and 
kids. He should have dinner ready 
about now I’ll give you a ring, baby. 
Where can I reach you?’ 

“I, uh, don’t know where I’m stay¬ 
ing. Can’t I call you?* 

“ ‘Better not. The hubby, you 
know. Well, it’s been nice. See you 
around/ And she was gone. 

“I started walking m the direction 
of the city, through the rums/’ 
Lance continued. 

’Yes, the ruins,” the Professor in¬ 
terjected. ‘Tell me about them. Wat 
there an atomic war 0 ” 

‘Yeah. From what they told me it 
happens about 300 years from now. 

It was pretty brutal And there were 
a lot of—what do you call it?—so¬ 
cietal changes after it.” 

“All right,” the Professor sighed 
“Continue.” 

“Well, I went into the city and I 
was getting pretty hungry, so I 
walked into this diner I had myself 
a meal but when it came time to 


pay, that’s when the trouble started. 
My money was no good there. 
Thoy’d never seen anything like it 
before. Anyway, these two hefty 
dames who ran the place got real 
nasty about it. ‘Don*! try pulling 
that game in here, brother/ one of 
them told me and the other one 
said, 'Yeah, you're working the 
wrong side of the street* 

“Sure, they were women, but they 
looked real tough and mean. I had 
no idea what I was going to do when 
all of a sudden this real ravishing 
blonde with a body like—” 

“Skip the descriptions, please/' 
the Professor interrupted hastily. 

“Okay. So anyway, this blonde 
steps up and says. Td be glad to 
take care of your tab for you, 
sweetie.* Naturally, I accepted and 
the next thing I know I'm out on 
the sidewalk with her and she's say¬ 
ing, *Can I take you home, toots?* I 
told her I didn’t have any place to 
go and she sort of leered at me and 
asked if I'd like to come up to her 
place for a drink So I did, and one 
drink led to another and then she 
slipped into ‘something comfortable’ 
and she kissed me and the next 
thing you know—*’ 

The Professor held up his hand 
wearily. “The details you may spare 
me" 

Lance shrugged. "All right. Any¬ 
way. when I rolled out of the sack 
the next morning, she was gone. But 
when I got dressed, there was a lit¬ 
tle envelope in my pants pocket 
with a note thanking me for a won¬ 
derful time and telling me to call 
her to give her my phone number so 
maybe we might do it again. Also, 
with the note, there were some bills. 
About fifty dollars in our money, I 
figured later. 

“Then the next day. I'm walking 
down the street when this tall, 
tawny redhead gives me a big hello 
and—" 

The Professor held up his hand. 
“Stop'" he said. “1 think I—how do 
you say it?—get the picture. In other 
words, the mores had been reversed. 
The men became the object of the 
chase, the women the aggressors/' 

“But you can’t imagine how ag¬ 
gressive!" Lance rolled his eyes. “I 
can see that you are tired. You look 
haggard and worn. I would suggest 
you get a good night's sleep for a 
change and we can talk more in the 
morning/* said the Professor. 

Lance yawned his agreement and 
trotted off to bed The Professor sat 
down and made some notes. 

• Over the following weeks as he 
elicited more and more information 
from Lance, he added to his notes. 
For the time being they had agreed 
to keep Lance's journey a secret. 
The Professor wanted a chance to 
get accurate information from Lance 
before the reporters got to him and 
garbled his story with their sensa¬ 
tionalism. 


Then one night, about six weeks 
later, they were sitting in the Pro¬ 
fessor’s workshop when a strange 
look came over Lance's face. He 
rose in the middle of a sentence and 
made a dive for the bathroom. 

“What's the matter?" the Professor 
wanted to know when he returned. 

"I don't know. I've been feeling 
nauseous lately. I guess I’m still 
feeling the effects of the trip." 

The Professor studied him. He’d 
regained the lost weight—perhaps a 
little more. He looked well, rested 
and contented. "You seem to be all 
right." he said. “But perhaps we’d 
better have a doctor look at you. I 
have a good friend who is a phy¬ 
sician. I’ll call him up and ask him 
to come over " 


(Continued from page 16) 

the girl he left behind by returning 
home and treating her as if she was 
his buddy." 

By way of example, the psychia¬ 
trist pointed to an actual case where 
a young swabbie lost a girl who at 
one time was completely in love with 
him. He not only would forget him¬ 
self and swear in a way that actually 
made her cringe, but would often 
slap her across the rear or punch her 
exuberantly in the arm. She tried 
patiently to cure him of the habit 
and then gave up. "I couldn't seem 
to make him understand/' she said, 
“that all I wanted w*as for him to 
treat me like a woman." 

Sigmund Freud felt that the truest 
and most feminine type of woman 
does not actually need to love so 
much as she needs to be loved. A 
man will find favor with her, Freud 
said, when he fulfills this condition. 

Most sailors, in fact, have much 
the same psychological make-up as 
the true female that Freud de¬ 
scribed. Aboard ship, as I pointed 
out earlier, their sexual fantasies 
grow wilder and wilder and even¬ 
tually they begin to believe them 
themselves. Eventually, they are 
likely to get what psychologists de¬ 
scribe as a Don Juan complex. 

A Don Juan is incapable of giving 
love, of loving. What he wants is 
for every woman in the world to be 
wild over him, to give him pleasure. 
In essence, he does not fulfill the 
true role of a man at all. He cannot 
satisfy a woman or enter into a 
complete relationship with one. The 
woman, who demands to be wooed, 
courted, be highly prized, finds him 
sadly locking. Despite the fact that 
he brags about his many conquests, 
if he’s honest with himself he will 
have to admit that all his affairs 
take place with either warped wom¬ 
en, nymphomaniacs, or prostitutes 

But" supposing he escapes the last 
trap as well. Is he then likely to 
make a good lover? Actually, no. 


The Professor waited outside dur¬ 
ing the examination. He wasn’t real¬ 
ly worried. That is he wasn't until 
he saw the look on the doctor's face 
and the look on Lance's face when 
they called him in. "What is it?" he 
asked. “What is the matter?” 

(“The morals and mores urill be 
different,” the Professor had warned 
Lance before he departed, “There 
may even be biological changes . . .") 

“What is it?" the Professor re¬ 
peated, alarmed. 

Finally Lance’s voice came in a 
hoarse, unbelieving exclamation. 

"I'm pregnant!” he said. 
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“Remember," a psychiatrist spec¬ 
ulated to me, “that in a very real 
sense sailors are wedded to the sea. 
After all, the ocean is literally the 
mother of life and from time imme¬ 
morial it has been a deep, uncon¬ 
scious symbol of womanhood. Re¬ 
sponding to this image, seamen tend 
to unconsciously feel that any love- 
affair they have ashore must be 
shallow and un meaningful com¬ 
pared with their major love affair 
with the sea." 

How does a sailor resolve this con¬ 
flict? Exactly as we have seen him 
do. Instead of cheating the sea, he 
cheats the real live women he has 
relations with. 

In addition, there is a very prac¬ 
tical reason why sailors make poor 
lovers. Shore leaves are short and 
undependable. A swabbie simply 
does not have the time to enter into 
a real love-affair. 

There is a sad part to all this. For 
the sailor who is satisfied with B- 
giris and prostitutes is really cheat¬ 
ing no one but himself. A quickie 
affair has only a fraction of the en¬ 
joyment that a truly developed one 
can have. Quick sexual relief is a 
poor substitute for the relationship 
that can arise between two intelli¬ 
gent partners who make love. 

A sailor misses all this. Being a 
lousy lover himself, he discourages 
precisely the kind of women who 
might make a good lover for him. 
Instead, he is doomed to blow his 
pay on overpriced hotel rooms with 
women who are even more over¬ 
priced than the rooms. 

The only printable lines of one 
bawdy sea ballad are: “Ship ahoy , 
young man. get a lassie if you can 
. The problem is that most sailors 
simply can't. 
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NAKED IN MINK 

(Continued from payc 21) 

his drink George gaped incrcduous- 
ly at the mink coat He picked it up. 
ran his hands over and through the 
glossiness, and asked, ''Where in hell 
did you ever get this*" 

“Here First read this—then I II 
explain .’* 

George, os if in a stupor, stared at 
the writing on the paper, then, slow¬ 
ly. read it aloud: “Wear nothing but 
this mink coat to 32-B—and it's 
yours . . 

Astonishment spread over his face 
“Just what in the hell is all this 7 *’ 
“I told you I*d explain everything. 
George/’ she said. “You see, this man 
came into Swmnerton’s early this 
evening He had this mink coat 
folded over his arm, and he checked 
it with me at the hat-check booth. 
He winked at me and said something 
fresh—you know those characters .’’ 

“Get to it. Doll—get to it’ What 
about that note'*’’ 

“Well, this guy must’ve been Mr 
Swmnerton’s friend because they 
both !*at at the bar together, but he 
kept turning and looking at me and 
smiling and winking at me. then he’d 
mutter something to Swinnerton, 
and they’d both laugh, then he’d turn 
and look at me again and wink at 
me—” 

“Okay—okay! But the coat. f What 
about the mink coat*’” 

“Anyway, he left after about an 
hour, and when I handed him the 
mink coat with his check-slip he 
wouldn’t accept it He pushed it 
aside, gave me the wink and smile 
business again, and pressed this note 
into my hand He told me he lived 
at the Towers Apartment—then he 
left That’s all ” 

“So that's all?" roared George. 
“That’s alir 

He turned from her, slapping his 
hand to his forehead. 

“What the hell else could’ve gone 
on?” he continued “Just what did 
you expect—a mattress job right 
then and there?” 

“As a matter of fact,” Doll began, 
with hesitancy, “he did say one other 
thing/' 

George whirled. 

“Yeah? And what was that?” 

“He said I could wear shoes, of 
course—but other than that 
nothing but the mink/' 

“Damn him! I ought to take that 
mink coat over and stuff it right 
down his big yap. Better yet. . /* 
George stomped into the bedroom, 
with Doll following. He went to the 
bureau and opened a drawer and 
pulled out a revolver 
“No, no, George Not that’ Don’t 
start any trouble’” 

“But the nerve of that character.” 
George snarled “His damned nerve, 
thinking he can pitch a mink coat at 
my gal and get some fast action' 


Send it back, Doll! Understand** 
Send it back!’ 4 

“Of course I will,” she said, re¬ 
lieved now And then added, indig¬ 
nantly. “'You didn’t think I’d really 
wear it over there, did you**” 

George poured his glass to the 
halfway mark with whiskey, slugged 
it down, and pointed a finger at Doll. 

“You'd damn well better not wear 
it—not even around here' That coat’s 
probably worth at least five grand— 
maybe up to as much as ten—but I 
don’t give a damn' Just ship it back 
to Mr Character in the morning 
mail, and tell that flat-head to mind 
his own business and to scare up 
his own dames or he’s going to And 
himself in one helluva mess. Have 
you got that straight, Doll—and I 
mean straight ?” 

With the shouting gone out of his 
system, George now poured them 
both a fresh drink, and he sat down 
on the couch, drawing her down 
beside him, and while she sipped her 
drink he took one more look at the 
mink coat, and he thought, “Thus is 
certainly a twist. How in the hell 
do you like that" Out of nowhere— 
out of absolutely nowhere—comes a 
mink coat!” 

Doll had put down her drink and 
she w'rapped her arms around 
George’s neck, and she lay back and 
pulled him down toward her—atop 
her—and she glued her mouth to 
his. and he let his hands go wander¬ 
ing again to those areas of her anat¬ 
omy that made her respond throb- 
bingly, pantingly, and then she freed 
her mouth from his and she said. 
“I’m glad you got angry, George. Oh, 
I’m so glad! I like for you to get 
angry when other men make a play 
for me. It shows that you care, 
George 

“I sure do care. Doll,” he breathed 
“And it makes a guy mad as hell 
when he runs into jerks like the 
character and his mink Besides, 
what’s he got on the ball that f 
haven't'!' Whal'd he do, discover 
uranium, or something’’ Where does 
he get off giving mink coats to 
dames?” 

“You don’t have to give away 
mink coats to get action. George. 
You can get all the action you want 
—just as you are ” 

George sat up now and ran his 
hand through his rumped hair. 

“Yeah,” he said, “but remember— 
I'm the one who’s broke I’m the one 
who owes Art Wells better than a 
hundred and a half—and /'m the 
guy who can’t afford to take you out 
of that lousy hat-checking job and 
give you a decent break, and give 
you nice things and maybe even 
marry you . *’ 

She sal upright beside him, her 
eyes wide. 


“You would, wouldn't you, George " 
You would marry me if you had 
money and could afford it. wouldn’t 
you** Tell me you would. George I 
like hearing it/’ 

“Sure. Doll/’ he .vaid, standing “I 
really would And I'll get the mon^ 
—somehow But I don’t rued any 
damn mink coat I’ll hit it lucky— 
you wait and see. Hank and I are 
about due for one, Doll Its got to 
come/’ 

“Oh.” she said, dejectedly “The 
horses again 

“Well, maybe not the horses/’ he 
said, tweaking her cheek “Maybe I 
can do it another way—the hard 
W’av. We'll see *’ 

She stood up and kissed him 
“Oh, how I love you. George How 
I love you!” 

That’s my Doll ” 

George then kissed her, finished 
off his drink, and put on his jacket 
“Where are you going 0 ’* she asked. 
“Over to Hank’s I forgot to tell 
you The Yanks are playing tonight. 
Would you like to come along"” 
“You know 1 can’t stand baseball 
Besides, I think Hank is an awful 
bore when he gets a few beers in 
him. You go ahead, darling. I’ll stay 
here and catch up on some reading 
or some sleep ” 

Just as George started out the 
door, she caught his hand, and she 
looked up into his eyes w ith an ex¬ 
pression he seldom—if ever—saw on 
her face. 

“You meant all that, didn’t you. 
George—you know, about marrying 
me and everything if we only had 
the money"’’ 

“"You can bet vour boots I meant 
it, Doll—and don't worry. I’ll get 
straightened away—some day. I’d 
belter run now. Game time’s in half 
an hour ” 

She kissed him. then closed the 
door after him, and stood alone in 
the apartment staring at the mink 
coat. Then she w'ent over and picked 
it up and stroked it. and then she 
walked to the bedroom 
George did not come m until 
nearly 4 a.m. She w'as awake and in 
bed when he entered, and the bed¬ 
room light was on and the mink 
coat was draped over the foot of the 
bed. She sat up and smiled at George 
and held her arms out for him to 
come to her and be pressed tightly 
against the bareness of her. 

“It’s damned late, Doll/' he said. 
“Have you been reading" Or did you 
just wake up?” 

She laughed. 

“No. darling—I just got in.” 

“Huh? Just got m y Where in the 
hell have you been"’* 

’I’m so delightfully happy. 
George,” she said, “so delightfully 
happy “ 

“And besides that,” he said wryly, 
“you’re drunk. Doll. I can always 
tell when you’ve had too much 
You’ve been sitting up drinking ” 
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■Nope/’ she giggled. “1 was out. 
Georgie Porgie. I was out since right 
after you left.*’ 

He stared at her. puzzled. She 
stuck a bare, slim foot out from 
under the cover and hooked the 
mink coat with her toe. 

“It s ours, Georgie Porgie The 
mmkie is all ours.” 

‘Look, Doll, get some sleep. I’m 
tired ” 

She got out of bed and held the 
mmk coat up to a mirror, then 
draped it around her and posed like 
a fashion ad 

“It looks good on me, Georgie 
That’s what the man said.” 

‘What man?” 

The man at the Towers Apart¬ 
ment — 32-B I wore it there, 
Georgie. just like the man said 
Nothing on but the coat—and my 
shoes. We had a few drinks—cham¬ 
pagne it was—and . 

George’s open hand lashed out, 
catching her on the cheek. 

“Yeah, and you got mattressed.” 
he snarled ‘That’s what—you got 
mattressed’” 

“But the coat is ours now, George,” 
she said, more soberly. ’it’s ours? 
We can hock it, George! Look at all 
the money we can get!” 

* You’re a slut.” he shouted. 
“Nothing but a damned slut!*' 

She recoiled 

“But I did it for us, George’ I 
wore the coat for you and me! We 
can pay off Art Wells! I can quit 
Swinnerton’s now’ We can do lots of 
things . . maybe even get married. 

Thai’s what you wanted, isn’t it. 
George'*” 

“Gel back in bed.” he snapped. 
“We’ll settle this tomorrow.” 

He went out and slammed the 
bed room door, and then he poured 
himself a tall, tall ry*\ and sat down 
and smiled and picked up the phone 
and dialed a number. 

A voice at the other end said, 
"Hello ” 

it worked. Hank,” George said. 
”It worked like a charm, pal She 
doesn't have the slightest idea that I 
played the hearts and flowers bit 
strictly as an act, then walked out 
and left the coast clear so she’d be 
on her own. She took the mattress 
job We’ve got the coat Line those 
ponies up. man. here we come, at 
full gallop .” 

Hank was now talking on the 
other end of the line as George 
raised his glass to offer a toast to 
•he ponies when he saw her. She 
had come out of the bedroom and 
stood there in the doorway, 
wearing nothing but the revolver. 

For a brief moment the revolver 
was fully loaded, and then suddenly. 
With one helluva noise, it was empty. 

George never did finish his rye 
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SCANDALS OF THI I 

(Continued from pope 25) 

wit always well stocked, with, a 
young boy every now and then 
augmenting his hordes of women. 

The only time Peter refused an 
invitation to frolic in the boudoir 
was when his wife requested it He 
was married at 17 to the daughter 
of a prominent nobleman, but after 
three months he all but deserted his 
bride. From the time of his marriage 
to the time he wenched his way 
around Europe eight years later, 
nothing could deter Peter from his 
scandalous habits. 

His private living quarters soon 
became the headquarters for every 
dissolute man and woman in the 
capftal. His parties were on a colossal 
scale. 

When Peter Anally made his fa¬ 
mous trip through Europe he was 
a master of the manly art of de¬ 
bauchery. If he shocked European 
nobility by not knowing what to do 
with a napkin at a dinner table, he 
positively overwhelmed them with 
his sexual hijinks. 

Acting as one used to wielding ab¬ 
solute power, he would suddenly 
leave a nobleman’s dinner party and 
head for a peasant bar for some 
roistering with the husky, heavy 
peasant women he preferred to all 
other types. If a noble was unwise 
enough not to take the precaution 
of hiding his pretty serving girls 
when Peter visited, services of an¬ 
other kind would be demanded of 
whatever girl Peter noticed. And the 
demand would be made on the spot, 
no matter how many nobles were 
gathered together. 

One night in the German city of 
Koenigsberg, for example, he was at 
a dinner party, seated next to the 
Elec tress whose stunning, ample 
bosom set off in a low-cut gown 
fascinated him. Finally, the guest of 
honor pulled a huge ruby from a 
pocket, thrust it between the Elec- 
tress* breasts, which he then pro¬ 
ceeded to caress. "This ought to pay 
you for the embarrassment you suf¬ 
fer at my hand/’ he said, roaring 
with laughter at his pun. 

The anecdote gained everlasting 
fame not because it was an example 
of Peter’s boorishness (tales of 
which still abound in many lan¬ 
guages), but rather because Peter 
gave up a most valuable gift for so 
small a pleasure. This was out of 
character He was rightly known as 
the cheapest ruler in the world. He 
not only left discarded mistresses to 
live os paupers, but he paid out- 
and-out prostitutes the lowest going 
rate. In fact, he fixed the prices 
on prostitution throught his entire 
kingdom. 

Even the fantastic Catherine, who 
was to become his wife, only re¬ 
ceived a single ducat (worth about 


IN 


$2.25) upon making the acquaint¬ 
ance of his royal bedroom for the 
first time % 

Catherine, however, was a true 
match for Peter The illegitimate 
daughter of a peasant woman, she 
nevertheless managed to rule ail 
Russia before dying of venereal 
disease. Her boudoir escapades, the 
most bizarre in all recorded history, 
began when she became a teen-age 
prostitute. Before she reached her 
twentieth birthday, the buxon Cath¬ 
erine had married a Swedish soldier 
who was captured by the Russians, 
and she had then become a Russian 
army camp follower Within the 
year Catherine had graduated from 
common slut to general's mistress 
And when her general tired of her, 
he placed her in the home of Czar 
Peter's chief of state as a laundress 
It was here, in the laundry room, 
that Peter spotted her Immediately 
she was placed in Peter's harem. 

Catherine quickly became Peter s 
favorite, and in the next few years 
he fathered several illegitimate 
children by her. Then, after living 
together for nine years. Peter mar¬ 
ried her without bothering to di¬ 
vorce his first wife Two of the 
couple's illegitimate children—aged 
five and three—acted as bridesmaids 
But her career had not yet reached 
its high point This would occur 
when Peter crowned her Empress 
Catherine I (not to be confused with 
Catherine the Great, who was Cath¬ 
erine II. no mean scandal rouser 
herself). 

When the first Catherine reached 
the point where she was both the 
czar’s chief confidant and chief di¬ 
vertissement, she did so without 
shedding her barracks room amoral- 
ity. She had other lovers all through 
her life with Peter, and he first 
found out about one of her infi¬ 
delities shortly before he died He 
became so enraged over the affair 
that he cut her lover’s head off, 
plunked it into a vessel of wine, and 
placed the rather macabre vessel in 
a prominent position in Catherine's 
private quarters, forbidding her to 
either remove it or cover it up. 

Upon Peter's death, the czarina 
celebrated by a wild senes of orgies 
which lasted until she died. 

The next Kremlin ruler to become 
involved in a series of promiscuous 
love affairs was the remarkable 
Elizabeth L She was a large-framed, 
libidinous lady who enjoyed mannish 
diversions and who. as a matter of 
historical fact, loved dressing as a 
man whenever she could Elizabeth 
I. according to the Spanish ambas¬ 
sador, Duke de Liria. "shamelessly 
indulged in practices which would 
have made blush the least modest 
person." Until she died, a flow of 




lovers conservatively estimated in 
the hundreds made their way to her 
bed And for two decades her court 
was host to an incessant number of 
balls, masquerades, pageants and 
pleasure excursions. 

These are worth dallying upon for 
a moment as nothing like them took 
place before or after Elizabeth's 
reign Wrote an intimate observer 
oi the czarina’s court: 

‘The Empress had a fancy to have 
all men appear at the court dressed 
as women and the women as men. 
without masks; it was like a court 
day metamorphosed . . The men 
disliked these reversals of their sex 
and were in the worst possible hu¬ 
mor . The women looked like 
scrubby little boys . . The only 
woman who looked really well and 
completely the man was the Empress 
herself. As she was tall and power¬ 
ful. male attire suited her. She had 
the handsomest legs I have ever 
seen on any man . She dressed to 
perfection and everything she did 
had the same special grace whether 
she dressed as a man or as a woman. 
One felt inclined to look at her and 
turned away with regret because 
nothing could replace her as either 
a man or woman/' 

It should also be noted that Czar¬ 
ina Elizabeth was not one to be 
unaware of her dual attractiveness 
She spent a lifetime varying her 
role from male to female. 

The history of czarist Russia fit¬ 
tingly ends in a wild mixture of 
war, revolution and debauchery. 
While Russia’s military and internal 
affairs worsened consistently during 
World War I, a sex-mad “holy" man 
effectively ruled the czar and czar¬ 
ina The holy man was Gregory 
Efimovic Rasputin, a drinker, idler, 
rowdy and debaucher of local girls 
in his native Siberia, who abandoned 
his wife and three children when he 
was 30 years old and wandered over 
Russia He preached a simple les¬ 
son Sin! Only those who sinned 
could obtain forgiveness according 
to his teachings 

He swore he could save people, 
particularly those women who 
united with him body and soul. 
Eventually the czarina, as most of 
the aristocracy, came to believe in 
Rasputin’s power This adoration by 
nobility pleased Rasputin. It allowed 
him to easily seduce wealthy and 
titled women whom he for prefer¬ 
red to peasants because “they smell¬ 
ed better'" A secret police report on 
* Rasputin week went as follows: 
''He returned today at five o'clock 
in the morning completely drunk 
On the night of the 25-26 the actress 
V spent the night with Rasputin 
He arrived with the Princess D. at 
the Hotel Astoria . . Rasputin came 
with Princess Sh. very drunk." 

Rut not even literal hordes of so¬ 
ciety women could satiate him He 
*ould often see one of his society 
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women off from his rooms and then 
make a dash for the gypsy quarter 
where he would openly carouse un¬ 
til he fell off his feet, totally ex¬ 
hausted 

Just about the time Rasputin was 
assassinated by infuriated noblemen, 
revolutionary forces inside Russia 
put an end to the country’s partici¬ 
pation in World War I. For a few 
decades the new Red rulers had 
little time for boudoir scandals But 

THE GENTLEMAN IS 

(Continued from page 52) 

their tempers nor their husbands.** 
Marcine's mouth sagged. A fresh 
wave of pink flooded her white neck. 
Whirling, she clipped across the of¬ 
fice and through a door with gold 
leaf lettering: Mtss Ward. President. 
Bang! the door crashed shut. 
Chuckling. Rick settled back and 
tossed the magazine aside to plan 
his next move. So far, so good. It 
always helped to startle hell out of 
a woman The best move, after sur¬ 
prise. was always a return to dull 
conventionality Manners—hetp with 
the coat, open doors, be handy with 
the cigarette lighter, masterly with 
the menu, alert for the little niceties. 
Add a lathering of flattery And 
above all, don’t touch her. Make her 
make the first move. 

Click, the door opened. 

“I think I should warn you, Mr. 
Rawson, that this is Tuesday. On 
Tuesdays I always eat at the Dia¬ 
mond Row Steak House. It is ex¬ 
pensive. Very expensive 

“Call them,” Rick said. “Ask if 
they can change a thousand dollar 
bill.** 

Bang! 

He chuckled and retrieved the 
magazine. To hell with further plans 
She'd committed herself. She had as 
good as said she'd go with him. 

Click. “The Diamond Row Steak 
House can change it if you’ve got 
it, and how do you like your steak?” 

“Rare. Baked potato with sour 
cream and chive dressing and—” 

“I know. Men are all alike!” 

Bang! 

Rising, Rick dropped the maga¬ 
zine again and opened Marcine's 
door. The office was small, with one 
easy chair under a frilly slip cover, 
a pink Lamp, and a huge, sturdy desk 
that seemed as out of place as a lit 
cigar in a munitions dump. It was 
cluttered with papers, file folders, 
three telephones of different colors 
and a desk set holding a rainbow 
display of ball point pens. 

Marcinc was perched on the edge 
of the desk, rattling orders over a 
pink phone Rick moved to within 
six inches of her He could smell her 
perfume and her hair He could see 
the flood of pink inching up her neck 
again. 

He wanted to kiss her, but he did 
not. 


since it became clear that Russia 
would not lose to the Germans m 
World War II, the scandalous role of 
the boudoir in Kremlin life has 
grown increasingly larger It would 
not be amiss to assume that a bet on 
the boudoir as a vital influenced 
Commie policy would be sound. 
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She took the play aw*ay from him, 
cradling the phone, turning, and 
suddenly wrapping her arms around 
his neck. With an animal violence 
that surprised him, she fastened her 
mouth on his Her lips were moist 
and warm Then, as abruptly as 
she'd started it, she finished it Push¬ 
ing him away, she fled around the 
huge desk. Her face was one angry 
scarlet blob now 

“You go outside and w^ait’ Go on. 
get out of here?” 

Rick studied her slowly, almost 
insolently. He grinned “Sure thing, 
ma’am Anything you say, ma’am ” 
He went outside and waited 
The Diamond Row Steak House 
was a fine setting for romance Un¬ 
fortunately. Marcine Wards mo-od 
had changed She told Rick about 
the company. It had been the Stan¬ 
ley Manufacturing Complex when 
her father had owned it. He had 
willed it to her As a formality, she 
had held 51 per cent of the stock 
when she married Victor Ward, per¬ 
mitting him to buy the rest and re¬ 
name it. But she wasn't happy with 
the business, or with Victor 
“He has to act tough all the time, 
to make everyone think he s a man ” 
“Isn’t he?” Rick asked. 

She traced a large zero on the 
tablecloth with the tip of her knife 
“Not in the only w av that matters ” 
Rick thought. And you, young 
lady, are a worse fake than he is A 
man is expected to act manly, but 
you're playtny the business woman 
role because you’re sex-starved —not 
because you’re frigid . . 

A week after that flrst date, he 
was dressing m his motel room when 
the phone rang. It was Herm Fland¬ 
ers again. 

“How's it going. Rawson ?” 

“Great,” Rick lied. “Just great.” 
“In other words, you haven’t got 
the plans yet**” 

“No, but—” 

“That's what I figured Well, its 
been nice, boy.” 

‘Tm through, then"” 

“Lei's just say you’re free to leave 
any time. I’ll throw a couple extra 
weeks onto vour severance check ” 
“Gee, thanks!” Rick sneered, and 
slammed the phone into the cradle 
He paced the motet room He felt 
wound up tight, tike a cheap watch 



‘Where the hell to now, boy**” he 
a&ked himself aloud . .. 

At the offices of Ward Machine 
Tool there was, as always, a light 
burning in Marcine's office. Rick 
knocked and went in. She sat be¬ 
hind her desk, chin propped on her 
fists, elbows against the edge of the 
desk. She wore a low cut red dress 
that fit her voluptuous curves like 
paint. She was staring at a half- 
empty gin bottle. Rick stopped short. 

“Hey! I thought you were a dry." 

She rose, walked around the desk, 
and fell into his arms. She was warm 
and soft and drunk. She made a 
little noise and pressed wet lips 
against his neck. He cupped his 
hands behind her and she sighed. 

“Where’s the cold Lady Marcine^" 
he asked softly. 

‘This is a dem’stration of why I 
don’ drmk, my dear Ricky. For a 
whol£ dam week now you have 
ta’en me out an’ not put a han’ on 
me, dgm you! I don’ wanna desk 
fulla paper work, Don’ care T bout 
graders 'n tractors. I wanna be taken 
avannage o// M 

He tuggec) at the zipper in back of 
her dress. She cooed, “Ooooh, Ricky." 
-as he slid the garment off her shoul¬ 
ders, down to her waist, then let it 
fall to the floor ... 

He was too busy', too deaf, too 
drowning in her, to hear the click 
of the outer door. But when the 
flash went off. he came to his senses. 
Marcine screamed. 

Victor Ward and his unkempt 
friend Harry were leering. 

“Marcine always was careless 
about doors," Victor Ward said in 
a dry voice Harry thumbed a spent 
bulb out of a flash gun. It bounced 
crisply across the floor. Rick’s senses 
whirled. 

“Damn you. Ward!" 

Marcine’s ash blonde head cleared 
the desk “Get outta here, Victor!" 

Victor Ward chuckled. “Well, well. 
The happy lover. Looks as if you’ve 
done the job, Rawson Congratula¬ 
tions'" 

“Shut up f " Rick snapped. 

But it was too late. Marcine was 
standing up now. Her blouse was 
rearranged, her skirt smoothed 
downri. A scowl distorted her face. 
“Job** What job? Did you two—" 

"I put him up to it, dearie," Vic¬ 
tor Ward said ‘Told him you were 
frigid, wanted him to make a wom¬ 
an of you I knew' sooner or later 
you’d give in. And you did! I can 
Just see the faces of the Business and 
Professional Women’s Association 
■•hen they get a good look at Mar¬ 
cine Ward at her desk—in action!" 

'Wh—" Marcine’s ripe mouth sag- 
K*d Why, Victor? Why’" 

“Simple, deane To get you out of 
m >' hair And this shot Harry just 
look will do it." Victor Word shrug¬ 
ged ‘Of course I’d be willing to 
trade the negative." 

Marcine was leaning across the 
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desk Her eyes were narrowed She 
seemed sober. very sober ‘What’s 
your price. Victor**” 

‘Ten per cent of vour holdings in 
the company ” 

"But—that would give you con¬ 
trol!” 

“Exactly.” 

She straightened. She paced 
around the desk, glaring first at Vic¬ 
tor Ward, then at Rick, then back 
at her ex-husband. Suddenly, she 
smiled, her eyes keen. 

“You haven’t thought this out too 
well, have you. Victor?” 

*‘T think I have.” 

“I have an open option to buy out 
vour 49 per cent. You’ve angered 
me, Victor l intend to implement 
that option.” 

Victor Ward smiled, the blue- 
flame eyes bright. “Not as long as I 
have this photo you won’t.” 

That camera, Rick thought That’s 
the problem. He began easing toward 
Harry. The large man was still leer¬ 
ing at Marcine 

”1*11 have the police after you,” 
Marcine said, sounding desperate. 
“Blackmail’s a prison offense.*’ 

“A picture dropped carelessly, 
where the right people would find 
it. isn’t blackmail. That would—” 

Rick jumped. The movement trig¬ 
gered Harry's reflexes He jerked 
back. Rick caught the arm holding 
the camera and jerked violently. 
Victor Ward yelled The camera flew 
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STEADY CUSTOMER 

(Continued from page 29) 

not a regular customer, but who may¬ 
be out of something and will take it 
from you just because you’re handy. 
So, you pick up a few cents extra 
just from coming prepared, vou 
see**” 

Ted nodded, absorbed in the in¬ 
structions. “What about when you 
go to a private home*” 

“That’s where you bring the extra 
things,” Walt explained That’s 
where you’ll probably be able to 
push items like cheese or frozen 
orange juice Extra stuff, you know? 
I mean other than the usual things, 
the staples like milk and cream The 
housewife will always go for some 
of the extras if they’re right there 
in front of her.” 

Walt continued his instructions 
while they worked their w^ay through 
the heavily populated part of the 
route, running up several flights of 
stairs in some apartments, checking 
in with some early rising families 
still rubbing sleep from their eyes. 

As the route progressed, more and 
more often they found their cus¬ 
tomers up and around as they ar¬ 
rived with the dairy goods And soon 
they began to meet husbands on 
their way out to work It w^as mov¬ 
ing past eight, then eight thirty and 
the men were going to their jobs. 


into the air, hit the slip-covered 
easy chair, slid to the floor Rick 
aimed a vicious kick at the bellow 
The soft leather split wide nper, as 
the instrument crashed against, the 
wall Rick dived, got a hand in 
through a rip in th» bellow.--, and 
pulled film out until it was all^px- 
posod Grinning, he h;m /J ed the mes.s 
lo Victor Ward 

“Darling,” Marcine cried. “ a man 
of action! How would you like to be 
my new* General Manager'*” 

Rick shook his head slowly “Much 
as I enjoyed thi*—” 

“You’ve no excuse You're compe¬ 
tent. You lost those other jobs an I 
because you couldn't keep from 
grabbing the nearest woman. Well. 
I’ll be the nearest one. all the time’” 
Rick considered “How about 
him*” 

“Victor can take his share of the 
value of Ward Machine Tool and 
start his own company He can’t do 
anything but expand.” 

Victor Ward shrugged, defeated 
He hod no choice He and Harry 
turned and left. 

When the door clicked shut, Mar¬ 
cine turned to Rick. “When would 
you like to start*” she asked 

“Right now,” Rick answered firm¬ 
ly And he took her in his arms 



leaving the wives in the home to 
receive the tw-o milkmen 

“Now w-e’re getting around to the 
fringe benefits I talked about." Walt 
said, smiling, leading the way into 
a neat cottage in a row of similarly- 
built houses 

“Good morning. Waiter.’’ a still- 
tousled young wife said as Walt led 
the way into her kitchen. “Did you 
bring a friend*’’ she grinned, indi¬ 
cating Ted. “He’s good looking.” 

“Just learning the ropes." Walt 
said. “How are you. Jeanme* Say 
hello to Ted ” 

’‘Hello to Ted.” she said, her 
shoulders squaring under the thm 
negligee-type garment she wore Her 
body was slender and supple, its 
lines appealing and graceful The 
garment she wore did nothing to 
inhibit the thrust of her breast, the 
full lines of her hip and leg 

“Good morning,” Ted said, trying 
to avoid his impulse to stare at the 
young woman's eye-appealing body. 

“I think he’s going to blush.” 
Jeannie said “Is he new on the job*” 
“Brand new.” Walt confirmed 
“This is his first day I’m showing 
him how to handle things 

“Showing him how to handle 
things or just telling*” 

“Just telling. I don’t want to em- 







barrais him. Just taking it slow " 
Walt and Jeannie joined in a 
laugh and Ted stood watching them 
in confusion. Finally, with an eye to 
the gentle opening of the material 
near Jeannie s breast, Walt said. 
"Why don't you go along. Ted. I 
want to settle the bill with Jeannie 
here and it might take a few min¬ 
utes. You wait outside, okay?" 

Jeannie smiled, demurely. ,r Yes," 
she said, "you better do that, Ted. 
There are some things about your 
job you’ll have to learn for your¬ 
self.” 

She and Walt laughed again and 
the last glimpse of her that Ted had 
was a flash of her thigh as she sat 
down near the kitchen table, cross¬ 
ing her long bare legs, and turning 
her eyes to Walt. 

Ten minutes later. Walt walked 
out of the house and rejoined Ted 
in the truck Ted was quick with a 
question "Is that what you meant 
about fringe benefits?" he demanded, 
his eyes wide. 

Walt chuckled That's just the 
thing 1 meant." he said, ‘Tfou see 
what I mean about this job’ That 
kind of thing can happen two or 
three times a morning, if you play 
ycur cards right That’s Jeannie. 
Wait until you see Paula, three 
streets down Same thing, only bet¬ 
ter But what you have to do is 
arrange your route so that you get 
i*' these —customers, let’s call ’em," 
ho chuckled again, "alter their hus¬ 
bands arc gone If you get there too 
no matter how—hospitable— 
they may feel, there’s nothing much 
you can do about it. So you have to 
time it right, understand* You want 
to get there right after their men 
have stomped out half asleep and 
grouchy and you walk in smiling 
bright and nice and pleasant. It’s all 
in the way you W'ork it " 

Ted shook his head admiringly. T 
think I’m going to like this job fine," 
he said, and Walt laughed 
Ted watched Walt repeat the pro¬ 
cedure twice more before the route 
came to an end. Walt was beginning 
to complain a little, however. "Can’t 
keep this up every day, naturally." 
h* said "You have to handle them 
differently when you're—not in the 
ntood, let’s say " 

"Sure,” Ted said, nodding. 

“Of course, I got a wife at home." 
Walt said ‘That takes just that 
wtuch steam out of me — for my 
Tvorffc, you know what I mean*" He 
^‘iled. a little weakly 
, can you tell which ones are 

uk ^v to be interested in," Ted 
^ r vp r 'd for w'ords, "in—" 

‘The special products?" Walt filled 
£ The way they dress is one way 
k b<- more negligees and night gowns 
J* 4 the better off you are. 

* r ‘‘ the best possibilities I hove 
* ***** for them I call them the 
customers You know what 1 
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mean by ‘steady/ Ted, don’t you?*' 

Ted grinned and Walt continued 
it’s a private joke. I walk in and 
say, ‘'How’s my steady customer? 
They seem to get a kick out of it. 
They know what I mean/’ 

At route’s end, Ted’s thanks were 
profuse. Walt was gracious, wished 
him luck on the new job. scheduled 
to start the next day, and left him. 

For the next few* days. Walt saw 
Ted only fieotingly as both left the 
storage garage in the morning. 
Wait’s curiosity sent him over to the 
new mans truck one morning, how¬ 
ever. He wondered at Ted’s progress. 

’Things are going fine,” Ted en¬ 
thused. T followed your advice all 
the way.” 

“Good," Walt smiled. He paused, 
leaned close. “Any steady customers 
yet?" 

“I’ve got a couple lined up.” Ted 
said. “At least I think so. One named 
Laura has a traveling salesman for 
a husband. Another one told me yes¬ 
terday that I give much better serv¬ 
ice than the last man. I told her I 
always took care of my steady cus¬ 
tomers." 

"My joke," Walt observed. “Well, 
you’re doing fine." 

The two men shared a chuckle 
more, then went off to work. Walt 
hurried through his route, promis¬ 
ing himself a few* extra hours of 
sleep to make up for some recent 
extra ‘effort’ on the job. 

At home, he found his wife sitting 
sleepily at the kitchen table, sipping 
coffee. “You look like you just 
crawled out of the sack." he told her. 

CONFESSIONS OF A 

(Continued from page 48) 

figured right. “You’re cute/’ she 
said, and flashed me a big grin. She 
started stripping right then and 
there and a minute later was stand¬ 
ing stark naked in the tub, turning 
the faucets like mad. Only a trickle 
of water came out, because there 
was a bad leak somewhere. 

"This job might take a little 
w'hile,” I said, “and I have to think 
it over. Why don’t you pour me 
another drink while I mull it over 
in my mind?" 

She jumps out of the tub, slips on 
a filmy robe and flashes me another 
brilliant smile. “I don’t care whether 
the goddam shower works or not," 
she said, “I just wanted someone to 
talk to." 

I won’t go into any great detail 
about what happened during the 
next day—and night—but let me 
tell you this This was one job I was 
very happy to do for absolutely 
nothing. The gal was a poach I read 
only a short time ago how she was 
signed to a big television contract. 

I won’t miss that show. 

In contrast was another babe I 
had to do a job for. A so-called 


glancing at her nightdress-clad body 
with irritation. "When do you get 
dressed, tomorrow?" 

“I get busy in the morning/* she 
answered, wearily, “and I don’t get 
around to it. First the baker, tton 
the milkman Oh. by the way, we 
have a new milkman He’s from your 
company. Very nice Tall, blond fel¬ 
low. I don’t know if you know him. 
He’s new on the job But I like him 
much better than the last milkman 
He gives much better service." 

Walt glanced at his wife, thought 
he saw' the trace of a smile lingering 
on her lips “When did he start?" 

“Just the other day," his w»ife re¬ 
plied. “His name’s Ned or Ted, or 
something like that." 

Walt started to speak, but his wife 
w r as continuing. “He’s very pleasant. 
Just yesterday he told me he always 
takes special care of his steady cus¬ 
tomers and he thought I'd make a 
fine steady customer And. you 
know, that’s funny." she added, 
leaning over, the negligee parting at 
her'throat. “A lot of them say that 
I mean, the laundryman, the baker 
even, sometimes, the grocer I muxt 
strike them the same wav I've 
heard them all use that expression 
Now the new milkman I must just 
strike them as the type to be a 
steady customer, I guess." 

Walt’s w'ife was puzzled that he 
wasn’t smiling back at her the wav 
she was smiling at him. 





“glamour girl," famous for her great 
big chest, which she is always show n 
throwing around when you see her 
photos in the papers, as you do a 
great deal. 

She wanted a man to come over 
and see what was stuffing her toilet 
Only she didn't put it that way. She 
expressed it very elegantly. “There 
seems to be some sort of foreign 
matter causing a disturbance m my 
lavatory/’ she said. 

It didn’t take me very long to find 
out what it was, and I found out 
something very interesting about 
Miss Bosom at the same time When 
I fished the thing out of the slop and 
showed it to her. she turned red. 

“It must belong to my maid/’ she 
said. 

What had been stopping her lava¬ 
tory was a big pair of falsies How* 
they ever got tossed away I’ll never 
know, but it must have been a hell¬ 
uva party When her maid showtd 
up later that afternoon I looked her 
over with curiosity She w'as a huge, 
middle-aged woman who needed a 
pair of falsie* the way I need a 
broken leg 
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My biggest personal peeve m the how* he fouled that up . . " she drew 

do-it-yourself genius, the "weekend herself close to me “and this 

plumber." as the boys refer to him morning, he started something 

He’s the guy who tackles all plumb- ‘That he couldn't finish?" 1 asked 

ing problems in his spare time, "That he . couldn’t 

thereby making a lot of work for she sighed, cuddling up to me % 
the professional Wei), like* I say. you meet all 

You get a call on a Monday morn- kinds of people and jobs m plumb¬ 
ing. “The faucet needs a new* wash- mg and I w'ish all the unfinished 
er." the wife tells you “My husband business ! had to repair wa> as 
started to fix it. but he was called pleasant as this turned out to u. 
away before he could finish It's no Plumbing may not be as good a 
job at all racket as being an Indian potentate. 

When you take a look at the fau- but a guy has good working condi- 
cet, it looks as if a giant bullfrog tions. good pay and an occasional 
had been chewing at it for a w*cek. bit of fun. And he has to know his 
Mr. Handyman has wrenched it to a business, for he can't become a mas- 
fare-thee-well trying to save a cou- ter, or journeyman, until he has 
pie of bucks served a five-year apprenticeship. 

I went to a house where the guy It’s not like in Russia You know 
had practically ruined a garbage dis- how they select plumbers in the 
posal unit trying to make a minor Soviet? They put a guy in a room 
repair His wife was a luscious blonde On display are a fire extinguisher, a 
with a wiggle in her walk and a typewriter, a bowling ball and a 
sexy gleam in her eye. She was in toilet bowl. 

her early 30s, I guess, and her hus- If he can pick out the toilet bowl, 
band was a lot older they make a plumber out of him. 

"Mv husband." she says, "never 
seems able to firnsh what he begins." 

She laid her hand gent!}' on mine. 

"See that disposal thing* Look at 

TMI MAGNIFICENT HUSSY 

(Continued from page 59) 

dal subsided when the child sud- French word for "goal" is but. pro- 
denly died. nounced “bute." Everybody knew 

Widely aekowledged the leading that Lord Bute (later Prime Minis- 

femme galante of the court, Eliza- ter) had access to Augusta's bed. 

beth grew more beautiful and more As a matter of fact, one historian 
wild with the years. She caused a remarks, "Miss Chudleigh was chast- 

sensation at a masquerade given by er as Kingston’s mistress than as 

the Venetian ambassador where she Hervey's wife!" Chaste perhaps, but 

appeared as Iphigeneia at Auhs, certainly very calculating As secur- 

about to be sacrified to appease the ity in her old age she persuaded her 

wrath of the gods "She was so elderly lover to settle on her villas, 

naked that the high priest easily lodges and considerable property, 

could have inspected the entrails of She remained Kingston's mistress 
his victim, one wit reported. for ten years, during which time he 

At the zenith of her reputation constantly beseeched her to marry 

(and notoriety), doddering old him. Finally she broke down and 

Gvorge II became her "protector " confessed why she couldn't King- 

He showered her with expensive ston quickly remedied that he sim- 

toiletiers. jewels, carriages, etc ply bought Hervey off, paving him 

which dazzled London. He also put 14,000 pounds for a signed statement 

her mother on the public payroll as that their marriage was not legal 

housekeeper at Windsor Castle at And thus, in a solemn ceremony 
the substantial salary of 800 pounds conducted by the Archbishop of 
per year. Canterbury in the presence of the 

She was 39 and still the most King and Queen of England, and the 

beautiful woman in England when entire court, the most notorious 

the elderly Duke of Kingston offered courtesan of her time became the 

marriage One of the wealthiest Duchess of Kingston. By terms of 

peers of England, he owned immense the marriage settlement was guar- 

estates in Nottinghamshire. Still se- anteed 4,000 pounds per year—a for- 

ere My married to Capt Hervey, she tune at that time 

was forced to decline the honor. The Duke got quite a run for his 
Undismayed, the Duke made her the money. 

alternative proposition that she be- Hts lady arranged to hove stal- 
come his mistress This proposal she lions and mares couple under their 
accepted window*, meanwhile (according to 

When the Princess, certainly no one writer) "urging her stallion to 

prude, rebuked her for her blatant duplicate the feat." She was violenl- 

* * 1 *** * V 

torted wittily in French "Madame. over it is doubtful that they drew a 

every woman has her goal.* The sober breath after their marriage "I 










have seen her drink two quarts of 
whiskey in a day/' his valet later 
reported. When they went fishing, he 
added, they filled their boots with 
rum “to keep from catching cold." 

After two years of such violent 
exertion the Duke became paralyzed 
and took to his death bed. He had 
made a will disinheriting his nephew' 
and leaving his entire estate to his 
wife, with a proviso that she would 
forfeit everything if she married 
again. As he lay dying she got him 
to agree to eliminate that clause, but 
his solicitor refused to make the 
change; the man was too moribund 
to know* what he w f as doing. 

Scarcely was the sod dry on his 
grave when the Duchess took off on 
a tour of Europe in a specially built 
coach containing every convenience, 
accompanied by a troop of servants. 
She w'as a sensation wherever she 
went. In Paris she spent a fortune 
on balls, fetes, the theatre, etc., and 
scandalized the court “Having emp¬ 
tied a couple of bottles, she stag¬ 
gered so in dancing that she almost 
fell to the floor/’ In Berlin she 
charmed Frederick the Great who 
composed verses to her. The Elec- 
tress of Saxony invited her to Dres¬ 
den. In Rome. Pope Clement XIV 
assigned her the palace of a cardinal 
as a lodging 

Suddenly, in the midst of this gay 
whirl, disaster struck. One of the 
witnesses to her secret marriage to 
Hervey w'as a maid in the home of 
her aunt Now old and needy, the 
woman tried to blackmail the Duch¬ 
ess Turned down, she took her story 
to Kingston's nephew' The result 
w'&s an indictment for bigamy. 

The Duchess rushed back to Eng¬ 
land to defend herself. Her friends 
rallied to her support, there were 
charges that witnesses were bribed 
by both sides before and during the 
trial. It is said an offer w*as made to 
drop the proceedings on payment of 
10,000 pounds, but she rashly refused 
to part with the money. 

The trial itself, held before the 
House of Lords, is among the causes 
Celebris of England. More than 5,000 
people — including the Queen and 
most of the royal family—attended 
each session of the five-day hearing. 
The Duchess appeared, attired in 
white innocence. To heighten her 
pallor, she had herself bled every 
evening. However there was no way 
of getting around the evidence, she 
wa? found guilty and deprived of 
her ducal title 

Tho punishment for bigamy was 
On hearing the sentence, she 
fainted Revived, she pleaded the 
privilege of a peeress for exemption 
from *o terrible a fate. Fortunately 
her, Hervey at long last had suc- 
; *eded to his uncle’s title So in 
proving that she was not the Duch- 
of Kingston, they proved she was 
the Countess of Bristol. 


The low’ provided that she be 
branded w’ith a scarlet A on both 
cheeks of her face, but did not 
specify whether with a hot or cold 
iron. On this technicality she W’as 
freed, without th shameful stig¬ 
mata. Furthermore they were unable 
to strip her of the fortune be¬ 
queathed her by the Duke. She 
promptly left England, never to re¬ 
turn. 

It would be too much to expect 
that such a female could ever settle 
dow’n to quiet obscurity. In her 
jaunts about Europe she addl'd to 
her notoriety. For a time she was 
involved in a liaison with the Elector 
of Bavaria, who created her Count¬ 
ess of Warth. In Poland she was the 
mistress of Prince Radziviil. In Italy 
she became entangled w'ith an Al¬ 
banian rascal who claimed to be 
Prince Worta. He turned out to be a 
common gambler, thief and swindler 
and finally committed suicide in jail 
to escape trial on charges of fla¬ 
grantly swindling the Dutch govern¬ 
ment. 

Invited to Russia, she had a yacht 
built to order and loaded it dow'n 
writh gifts to Catherine the Great— 
including a vast art collection looted 
from the Kingston estate. It included 
a number of paintings alleged to be 
clever copies of old masters. They 
turned out to be originals of fabu¬ 
lous value and still are on display 
at the Hermitage museum in St 
Petersburgh (now'Leningrad) 

She and the Empress had much 
in common. They became intimate 
friends, swapping lovers In fact she 
enjoyed herself so much that she 
bought an estate in Russia and 
announced that she w'ould spend 
the rest of her life there. However 
within two years she had a tiff w'ith 
Catherine over a decoration she 
coveted, and was denied. So she 
put a vodka distillery on her estate, 
turned it over to one of her lovers 
and shook the dust of Muscovy off 
her dainty feet. 

Back in Paris, she set up a salon 
that became the rendezvous of the 
elite of brains, talent and rank. Al¬ 
though well over 60, she still retain¬ 
ed traces of more than ordinary 
beauty and had a fine figure. She had 
no difficulty attracting lovers. At the 
age of 68 she was still vigorous 
enough to convert her brawny young 
coachman into a lover, keeping him 
in style on her estate in the country 

Cynically selfish, concerned only 
with her own pleasure, a year later 
she flew into a rage over a petty 
law suit, burst a blood vessel and 
died. 

There w'as dance in the old dame 
to the very end. 
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Be a clown, be a clown, be a clownl 
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